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PEOLOGUE. 

11 1 OST potent, grave, and Keverend Signiors, 

-*-'-■- My very noble and approved good Masters 

Of Arts, ye Bachelors and Commoners, 

Ye Doctors, Proctors, Scholars, Dons, and Men, 

And last, not least. Subscribers to whose kindness 

We owe our life ; that we have rushed to print 

It is most true, true we have headlong rushed. 

The very head and front of our offending. 

Hath this extent, no more : and pray you all 

If any chaff be foimd in College Ehymes, 

For the wheat's sake oh pardon it : Kemember 

That He who in his youthful College days, 

Composed a very milk-and- watery poem 

On ' Timbuctoo,' which somehow gained the prize, 

Hath won, (and may it long adorn his brow,) 

The laurel wreath of England, and hath sung 

The deathless Elegy of deathless love, 

And * in immortal strain hath raised again 

The Table Bound' in our loved Queen's pure reign ; 

And told of * Merlin and his prophecies,' 

And Arthur's glorious deeds in glorious verse, 

And breathed the passionate moans of Guinevere. 

E. 
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ERRATA. 

Page 14 for statute's read 8tatue*s. 

„ 50 for jugdment read judgment. 

„ 62 for leman read demon. 

„ 64 for fuller read ^ther. 

,, 72 for trappngs read trappings, 

y, 87 for upwards read upward. 

,, 104 for squirrrel read squirrel. 
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THOU ART THE MAN. 



'* Quid Rides ? mutato nomine dfi te 



Fabula narratur ;",' Hot. Sat I. i. ( 



fpHEEE stands an ancient city by the side 
-*• Of a broad river, and her palace-towers 
Bise royally, by wisdom sanctified. 

From out her leafy bowers. 

The echo of the footsteps of the great 

Haunts her fair courts, and in her banquet-halls 
Their forms, in poor array, or robes of state, 

Are seen upon the walls. 

And all day long the sweet bells call for prayer, 

And the clear melodies of organs roll. 
That with the language of the heart may share 

The language of the soul. 

The painted pinnace darts adown the stream. 
And the light spray of oars is dashed about. 
Making a thousand water-diamonds gleam : 

And rings the racing-shout. 

B 
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4 Thou Art The Man, 

Or from the distant meadows wafted near. 
The thrilling martial music of the band, 
Tells that the gallant youthful volunteer 

Will fight for father-land. 

The young possess this goodly heritage, 

That in the hallowed places they may think, 
Where thought of old the Poet and the Sage, 

And the same fountains drink. 

And ever in a changing stream they flow 

Past like the river, and are seen no more ; 
And breast the waves of life, and death, and woe. 

Struggling to reach the shore. 

But one I marked, whose eye was dim, whose cheek 

Was sickly-pale, the slave of idleness; 
Wasting the precious hours of all the week 

In sinftd recklessness. 

His God was his own intellectual light : 

He scorned the wisdom above rubies priced^ 
Till his d6u:k soul despaired, and in the night 

Lost her one anchor — Christ. 

" There is no light in the dark world " he said, 

" I looked for truth, but where may truth be found ? 
*' I would that I were lying with the dead, 

In peace beneath the ground.'* 
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Thou Art The Man. 6 

He spoke ; and as the hunters lethal dart 

Pierces the trembling sti*icken deers warm breast, 
So this stern answer shot through all his heart, 

And would not let it rest. 

■'' Fool, in the darkness thou dost love to lurk, 

And seest not, wrapt in thyself alone> 
The incense of a mighty nations work 

Rise up unto God's throne. 

*' Therefore a curse is on thee, and thy place 

Is in the dreamy mazes of the night ; 
Because thou steadfastly did'st turn thy face 

From the world's glorious light. 

*' And full of sin, and weak, and dull, and blind. 

And tossed upon the inconstant tide of youth, 

Thou canst not, should'st thou seek for ever, find 

The pure — ^the holy truth. 

''^ She dwelleth on the everlasting hills I 

But he that hath a loyal heart may climb, 
*And he that God's eternal will fulfils, 

Shall find her in due time." 

% ptts's fall (K&arto €oMIl 



• If any man will do His will, he sliall know of the doctrine^ whe 
ther it be of God, or whether I speak of myself. 

The Saviour (St. John vii. 17.) 
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THE ISLANDS OF THE BLEST. 



T1 AE, far they lie ; beliind yon purple mist 

-*- That blends in soft confusion sea and sky — 

Behind yon bank of solid amethyst, 

Those changing hues of richest pageantry : 
Where sinks the sun, leaving his throne on high, 

Beneath the crimson waters of the west ; 
Far, far in utmost bounds Hesperian lie 

Those blissful homes of never-ending rest, 
The isles, the happy isles, the islands of the blest. 



n. 

Laps ever on the shore the creaming wave, 

And all day long lisps slumberous melody j 
A turfy bank its fullest waters lave, ^ 

And mirror back the fringing^eenery, 
Then dowii a pebbly belt drop lazily 

Shell-strewn and agate-gemmed, where seaweeds weep. 
Chiding the false foam of the faithless sea ; 

Then o'er a waste of shining sand they creep. 
And wearied sink at last in ocean's lap to sleep. 
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The Islands Of The Blist. 7 

m. 

Bright with wild-flowers, and fresh with trickling rills 

Behind the sounding shore the turf-swards rise, 
E'en to the circuit of the central hills — 

Proud diadem that crowns the paradise : 
Here are no dazzling crests of clefted ice, 

Nor through wild glens the glacier torrents go, 
Nor hangs in air the threatening precipice ; 

Green summits rise from woodland bowers below, 
And from soft curve to curve the rounded outlines flow. 

IV. 

And there are woods, where here a leafy copse 

Lends shady covert to the panting fawn ; 
And here in turn the wavy forest-tops 

Chequer with changing lights a fairy lawn : 
And there are vales ; some fronting to the dawn. 

Where grassy combes with day's first beams are drest ; 
Some where the evening shadows latest drawn, 

Chase the slow sun, that reddens all the west, 
And lingers still to leave the land he loves the best. 

V. 

And there are streams that prattle down the steeps, 
Then through the winding valleys idling run ; 

Here lie in pebbly pools and mimic deeps, 
Here flash their golden chains against the sun. 
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8 The Islands Op The Blest. 

And here again the sultry noon to shun, 

Hide 'neath the forests arching c5anopy : 
There are soft beds by fairy fingers spun, 

Pillowed by roots of many an aged tree, 
Where all around are laid a glorious company. 

VI. 

For midst, his hand wild sweeping o'er the strings. 

Divine Musoeus lifts a loftier strain ; 
And chants the deeds of heroes and of kings. 

And tales of clanging wars on Trojan plain, 
And long adventures on the angry main, 

And wonders -done in each remotest bound j 
Then statelier sings, that heaven is won by pain 

That only mid true toils, true rest is found : 
With eager ears they hang on each melodious sound. 

vn. 

And there sits Hector of serenest mien. 

His bright broad brow by reason's beams o'ershot ; 
Yet on that face are flitting shadows seen 

As if earth's sadness were not quite forgot ; 
And Thetis' boy, his rage remembered not, 

Bests with gold locks unboimd that sunlike shine 
Where twixt thick boughs one ray hath entrance got : 

And there is laid Sarpedon's form divine : 
And near are two proud chiefs, the lords of Atreus line. 
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The Islands Of The Blest. 

VIII. 
But by the waves apart, self- closed and calm, 

Sits many-wiled Ulysses sage of speech, 
And in the shingle dips a sinewy palm, 

Scooping the briny jewels of the beach; 
Then through his broad hand idly shifting each 

Drinks the fresh fragrance of his dear loved sea ; 
And, whilst o'er changing years his memories reach. 

Calls back old woes and past adversity, 
Then ponders present bliss and endless joys to be. 

IX. 

And there are chiefs laid by the sounding strand, 

Idomeneus and mighty Merion, 
Glaucus and Diomed, a goodly band, 

Holding sweet converse their old deeds upon. 
And the huge bulk of Ajax Telamon 

Lays all his lazy length along the shore, 
Whilst by his head sits sage Anchises' son : 

Friends are still friends as in the yoars of yore. 
And foes in days on earth dear friends for evermore. 

X. 

And some will seek the summits of the mounts, 
To gaze on all the wonders of the place ; 

And some will wander to the secret foimts 
To cool with icy drops a glowing face ; 
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10 The IsLA]!n>s Of The Blest. 

And some througli woods will bend an idle pace. 
Parting the scented boughs of the rich clime, 

And light in hidden lawns on forms of grace 
The fair Greek ladies of the olden time, 

Whose white feet tripping round beat out a merry rhyme. 

XL 

And sometimes as the day draws on to even, 

A charmed bark will float up into sight ; 
Stately outsailing from the Eastern Heaven, 

Through light clouds rosy-flushed with latest light. 
Within whose cushioned stem there sleeps a knight 

That well hath borne him in life's varied scene ; 
Who never vailed his crest to guilty might, 

Who never raised a mailed hand 'gainst the mean, 
But aye through weal and woe held on his course serene. 

xn. 

Onward it floats, self moved without a wind, 

No straining otos are labouring thro' the tide. 
No steersman sits to watch the helm behind. 

And thus to shore it comes without a guide ; 
Then down to greet tiie bark the heroes glide ; 

And in their arms their new found friend they take. 
And lay him down to rest the waves beside : 

And stni all night he sleeps, and last doth wake, 
When o'er the happy isle the earliest mom doth break. 



Digitized by VaOOQlC 



The Islands of the Blest. 11 

xni. 

And he forgets tlie parting gasp for breath, 

And the quick biting of the foeman's spears, 
And he forgets the bitterness of death, 

And all the pangs of mortal griefs and fears : 
Before his eyes the enchanted isle appears. 

Around him stand the bravest and the best ; 
And so he dwells through all revolving years 

A guest within the homes of endless rest, 
The isles, the happy isles, the islands of the Blest. 

P. L. L; 
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PETKARCH. 

QLEEP on, young dreamer with the cold white brow, 
*^ Pure as thine own poetic love divine, 
Out-welling passionate prayer and breathless vow, 

Thy lady's name the shrine. 

Sleep on ! but if perchance a passing dream 

Of past days haunt the still rest of the tomb ; 
If once again thy golden fancies stream 

Through murmurous depths of gloom. 

Then thy wing'd thoughts awaken'd shall return, 

And quick warm life shall stir the death-chilled dust. 
And thy 'loved Laura's gentle eyes shall bum 

* Bright in their own calm trust. 

And ye shall wander far beyond the stars, 

Drink the pure truths by perished ages taught 
From those glad founts no mortal weakness bars, 

Untraversed realms of thought. 

C. K. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



tolKGE. 

■VfATDENS to the garden go, 

•^■^ Where the snow-white roses blowj 

And the scented orange-flower 

Lights the over-shadowed bower : 

Where the pallid violet grows, 

Bind a wreath for bridal brows* 

Take the lily fair to see. 

Emblem of her purity, 

And bring the wreath that ye have twined J 

With holy hands, with holy mind, 

Lay it gently on her head, 

For the Virgin-Bride is dead I 
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NlOBE. 

THE stony tears are in thy stony eyes, 
And thy once wild exulting heart is stonel 
Thou liest crushed beneath thy destinies, 

Fond Niohe, alone. 

Thy sons Apollo with his silver bow 

Hath stricken to the death, Diana slain 
Thy daughters, and thy glory is laid low 

Never to rise again. 

Oh human hearts, etherial-glancing eyes, 

Boasting she fell beneath the avenger's frown> 
Behold the statute's mute still agonies> 

And cast the proud thought down* 
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*1NT0 THEM GOWN 
A Wicked Paeody 

ON 

EIFLE-MEN FOEM. 

TEiERE was a sound of * Town' from afar, 
Town in the High that threaten'd a mill j 
Storm of town, and thunder of govtri, 
And town have got with them ' Brummagem Bill.* 
Gown 1 Gown ! into the Town, 
Eeady, be ready to meet the clown, 
Into them, into them, into them Gown, 

Be not afraid of the peeler's staves. 

Be not gulled by a proctor's plea, 

Velvetty arms are for flunkies, my braves, 

Why should a proctor stop our spree ? 

Gown I Gown ! into the Town, 
Eeady, be ready to meet the clown. 
Into them, into them, into them Gown. 

Leave your wines for a moment or so. 

Double your fists for the state and the church, 

Better the purple claret should flow. 

Than * la hpUe science' be left in the lurch. 

Gown ! Gown ! into the Town, 
Eeady, be ready to meet the clown, 
Into them, into them, into them Gown. 

* Suggested by a paragraph in the " Times," November, 185P. 
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16 Into Them Gown. 

Sweep ! marcli ahe£id, look about, take care, 

Deal black eyes and the bloody nose ; 

True that we have an excellent mayor, 

But hit him again and down he goes. 

Gown I Gown ! into the Town, 
Keady, be ready to meet the clown. 
Into them, into them, into them Gown. 
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FAKEWELL LINES 

TO 

EDWAKD WYNDHAM, 

Bishop of Bbisbane. 

TTTITH sunny thoughts of England in your breast, 
' * And glorious auguries for your new land, 
To guide the shepherdless with shepherd's hand, 
Thou goest forth from out the happy west! 

And may he guard you whom you serve, for he 
Can still, though storms uprear, the ocean wave, 
And from the noisome pestilence can save. 

And stay the arrows of mortality. 

Farewell ! our hearts are with you in the work, 
Though sadly breathe our lips the words Farewell, 
And who the grief for loss of friends would quell, 

Or dry the tears that in the eyelids lurk ? 

E. 
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EUE.HECXJBA.— Chob. 893-938. 

NO more thy walls, fair nium, stand 
Unstoma'd, unvanquish'd ; lost the fame 
That gilded once thy glorious name ; 
So densely now, with burning brand 
And spear, around thy loneliness 
The cloud of Grecian foemen press. 
Shorn of their might, in ruins lie 
The towers that crown'd thy majesty : 

The eddying smoke has spread 
A funeral mantle o'er thy walls, 
And dimm'd the splendour of those halls 

I ne'er again shall tread. 

'Twas then my hope, my spirit fell ; 
When at the silent midnight hour, 
The banquet done, sweet slumbers shower 
O'er our clos'd eyes oblivion's spell ; 
That, ceasing from the choral dance. 
The songs that could our hearts entrance. 
The vows that marked that festal day 
My lord within his chamber lay ; 
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Eub.Hkouba. 19 

(Beside him liung his spear ;) 
Nor ever thought again to see 
The gleam of Grecian panoply, 
Nor reck'd of danger near. 

And I, my flowing locks confining 

With chaplets braided round my head ; 

Gazed on a golden mirror, shining 

With countless gleams its surface shed : 

When through the city rung a cry, 

And clamour echoed fearfully — 

" Oh ! when, ye Greeks, shall Ilium's towers 
" Lie prostrate on her conquer'd strand, 
" And you, towards your native land, 

" Lead back your now victorious powers ?" 

But I, like some fair Spartan, leaving 
My couch with single zoneless vest, 

With hopes too vain my heart deceiving. 
At Dian's shrine my vows addrest. 

I, while my lord lay near me dead, 

Down to the wave-worn shore am led ; 
And when the bark at length departed. 
And bore me off of home bereft, 
On those sad walls and friends I left, 
I gazed, and seink down broken-hearted — 
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20 Eur.Heouba. 

Loading with curses loud £uid deep, 
The sister of the sons of Jove, * 

The shepherd too of Ida's steep, 

"Who shar'd that lawless fatal love : 
Since those sad nuptial rites, a woe, 
Th' avenging Fury sent below, 

Drove me to meet an exile's doom. 
Oh ! may the raging waves deny 
To her who caused our misery. 
Again to view her father's home. 

W. A. 0. 

Trinity College, Cambridge. 



ROSSALL. 
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YOLUNTEEE SONG 

FOR 

THE TUNE OF 'YE GENTI.EMEN OF ENGLAND' 

•' AUT PATRIAM TUTARI, AUT NON SUPERESSE CADENTLS 

(The Anti-Jacobin.) 



T) ISE men of merry England, 
-^^ The eagles thirst for blood ; 
The rich green plains of Lombardy, 
They crimson'd with life's flood : 
The Eifle-men are arming, 
Our Bard the war-note wound ; 
And his horn on that mom, 
Gave no uncertain sound. 

n. 

Eise gentlemen of England, 
Arm, arm yourselves — ^your men, 
Thank God no more your vassals, 
But your own brethren : 
To guard our glorious country, 
(She asks it at your hands ;) 
Give your gold, and the bold 
Labourers that plough your lands. 
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22 Volunteer Song, 

m. 

The student-bands kave roused the land 
From 0am and Isis* shore : 
Awake the Martial Spirit, 
Nor let it slumber more ; 
Up gallant youth of England, 
From Cottage and from Hall ; 
Here's each day manly play, 
Here's manly sport for all. 

IV. 

So Aliens shall tremble 
At the Lion's watchful sleep, 
And they that would molest him 
Shall have good cause to weep : 
Be England true to England, 
And let th^ Invader come, 
Deep they smite in the fight, 
"Who rise for hearth and home. 

0. U. V. R. C. C. C. 
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'DBOWNED.* 

JOYOUS are the banks of Cherwell, 
On a summer's day : 
Sweet it is to liear the sky-lark 
Sing her roundelay ; 
And the silver-mailed roach 
Leaps from out the silver stream ; 
And the golden-orbed sun 
Slumbers in a golden dream. 

There he sank down — ^the friend of my lorn heart, 
As he spread forth his stalwart arms to swim, 

For all around the siren water-lillies 

With deadliest embrace encompassed him. 

And o'er his head the waters closed, I stood 
As one in sightless trance deep- wrapt, awhile. 

Till the false faithless stream triumphantly, 
Curled her proud lips in a sardonic smile. 

Then I plunged in not caring if I died, 
In hope to clasp and save his rising head. 

And it shall rise again but not, oh ! not, 
Kiver, till thou shalt render up thy dead ! 

And tlie sun shone forth so brightly. 
And the birds sang out so sweetly. 
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24: Drowned. 

And the azure dragon-fly 
Danced so lightly, oh so lightly 
O'er the dancing wave, 

That I could not deem it was his grave. 

Desolate, all desolate, 

Ho hath left me to the hate 

Of the world ; cruel fate. 
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SOPHOCLES ANTIGONE, 777. 

TTICTOE love, before thy might 

■ Arms will fail, and wealth is weak, 
Yet thou sleep'st the live-long night 
In the maiden's dimpled cheek. 
Lightly thou treadest the wind-tost wave. 
And bright is thy path to the woodland cave, 

Spirit's wing, or mortal's art. 

Nought escapes thy venom'd dart. 
And they who feel the wound, in frenzied fondness 

rave. 

Thy spell the purest spirit turns, 

To deeds of guilt and shame ; 

E'en now, when strife unhallowed bums, 

'Tis thou that feed'st the flame. 

And the soft bright glance of a virgin bride. 

As she sits enthroned in her beauty and pride. 

Tames the soul with equal sway 

To heaven's laws or sceptred clay, 
For Venus sportive comes with conquest at her side. 

W. A. 0. 

RossALL. Trinity College, Cambridge 
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VOETIGEKN. 

TN the pleasant vale of Gwynant a mound green-girdled 
-*- rises, 

The silver wave of Dinas flashing sheenfully below, '' 
No awesome grandeur there the wildered eye surprises. 

But the slopes lie richly bathen in the sunbeam's 
golden glow. 

Yet around that mound so smiling, where the golden 
rays are sleeping, 
Broods an oft-repeated echo of the troublous times of 
old, 
"When the warriors of the white horse, from their 
northern fiords sweeping, 
0*er the island of the Kymri like an hungry billow 
roll'd. 

For hither, hope deserted, by scarce a spear attended. 
Was Vortigem the hapless by the wars red billow 
flung. 

The glory of his sires, that ancient glory ended. 
At every Yuletide feast by every minstrel sung. 

Dark glowering in the distance, huge clouds o'ercharged 
with levin 
Hung heavy on the hollows of the purple mountain's 
breast ; 
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VOBTIGERN. 27 

As here he made his moan in the still and murky even, 
The glory of the sunlight fast sinking in the West. 

"Oh dire and dark the day that welcomed o'er the 
stranger, 

'* My comrade in the battle, — ^the smiter of my foe ; 
The hordes of Caledonia I knew a present danger ; 

The danger of my friendship, alas I might not know.'* 

" They have eaten of my salt, of my mead the horn have 

drained, 
They have sheltered 'neath my rafters, have slept 

around my fire, 
Of my royal-handed bounty broad lands and fair have 

gained, 

But greed devours honour, and gain but feeds desire," 

■..- .1 . i 

" Oh woe I from out the northland have they called their 
hungry brothers, 
And the eaats aisa^^biijg.^outbwiixd, and the seas ^e 
white with foam; 
Wild woe unto the Kymri — sweet maids and tender 
mothers. 
Let them seek the mountain shelter, nor linger round 
their home." 

" Wild rings the din of battle, the shock of warriors 
clashing, 
Thd war shout of the Saxon, the Kjnnric battle cry ; 
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In the Sunbeam's golden splendour ten thousand blades 
are flashing, 
In the Moonbeam's silver glory, ten thousand corpses 
lie." 

" Again, and yet again ! with our blood the ground is 
choken, 
But ever on the morrow we grapple yet once more, 
But the Saxon knows no conquest, our island strength is 
broken, 
And the ships from out the northland yet throag to- 
ward our shore." 

"Farewell the olden triumph, farewell the ancient 
glory. 
By the warriors of the Greenland of yore so sternly 
won. 
Farewell the trumpet call of Arthur's peerless story. 
Vain the fieHs wherein he conquered, the deeds thai 
he hath done." 

" And yet in that far island, where bathed in mystio 
slumber. 
He rests from his great sorrow, he shall haply wake 
and know 
How the corpses of his people the shuddering greenlands 
cumber. 
How the Kymrio name is fading before the fiery foe.** 
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" And the batk that bare him outward, when the rising 
moon revealed 
Those wild dank golden tresses all clotted with his 
gore, 
Shall hither bear him shoreward, his ghastly war-woimd 
healed, 
And his godbom prowess trel^led on the mighty 
days of yore." 

"And he, within his right hand Excalibur bright 
gleaming. 
Shall summon his stem warriors to battle as of old, 
And the Saxon tremor-stricken see the ghostly foemen 
streaming 
From the Eastward and the Westward o'er the 
mountain and the wold." 

" It may be : But I know not : For heart and hope is 
broken j 
The children whose dead fathers erst hailed my 
dawning day 
Now curse me with a curse that never may be spoken. 
And loath me with a loathing that dieth not away." 

'^^ 'Neath yonder shadowy mountain the crimson Sun is 
sinking, 
The tempest gathers darkly, we may not linger here ; 
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Let US henoe my faithful comrades, ere the stream the 
Btorm be drinking 
For onward lies our journey, though dark the path 
and drear." 

" 'Mid Eilyau's mountain pastures yet are that will re- 
ceive me 

With open-handed welcome, nor curse me for their 
foe, 

And there I fain would rest, till curse no more can 

grieve me, 

.^eady growls the thunder, come comrades let us 

Trinity College, Oxon* J. L* B» 
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'LA MADONE DE SAINT SlXTE/ 

NOT all in vain the Italian spirit glows, 
"When gazing with a rapture of the heart, 
On thy pure eyes, lit up with glorious woes. 
Madonna mine, all holy as thou art. 

Before that brow divine we may not kneel, 
Nor bow the head in nobly-humble prayer, 
Yet our lone breasts the rays of light may feel 
That God himself hath consecrated there. 

And that sweet sorrow on thy fair face sealed> 
Foretells the thorny crown, the cup, the crosS) 
The thoughts of many hearts to be revealed* 
Oiir loss to be our gain, otu: gain our loss. 

Oh let thy beauty passionless and pure, 
Breathe o'er us like a long-forgotten strain, 
That we may learn to suJBFer and endure. 
May feel the immortal joys of heavenly pain. 

C.K, 
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'DOWN STREAM TO LONDON.* 

jAN old Father Thames's moonlit bosom 
^ Four true-hearted friends did row, 
"When the leafless black-thorn shed its blossonl, 
Four years ago. 

High above the ghastly chalk-pit glistened 

Half in light, aUd half in shade : 
And a pleasant music as they listened 
I'alling waters made. 

Now around the summer shadows quiver, 

Sweeps the summer fragrance from the lea, 
One floats idly down the silent river ; 
"Where aire the three ? 

Two perchance a midnight Vigil keeping 

'Neath Australian skies, 
Watch the splendour of the heaven out-peeping 
From its myriad eyes. 

One, the youngest bom but noblest-hearted, 

Steadfast, wise, and true, 
Follows on the track of the departed 
O'er old ocean's blue* 
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There by other constellations lighted 

By yon Southern main. 
Hand to hand, and heart to heart united, 
Three may meet again ! 

One still lingers, not for him the meeting, 

Nor the well-known grasp of friendly hand, 
Not for him the fond familiar greeting, 
In that distant land. 

Never ! till their days of trial ended, 

Aiid the rugged ways of Earth made plain, 
In a deeper, truer friendship, blended. 
Four may meet again ! 

New College, 

1856. 
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EVENING. 

pLOUDS of the sunset bathed in light, 
^ Bieh-robed heralds of the night, 
Beautiful gleam in the western sky ; 
Earth is aweary; rest is nigh : 

Lingering sunbeams o*er them stream ; 
Crimson, orange, gold, they gleam, — 
Softly fade, in glory die ; 
Earth is aweary; rest is nigh : 

Deeper growing, dark and still 
Steal the shades o'er Tale and hill. 
Woods in sombre grandeur lie ; 
Earth is aweary ; rest is nigh : 

Flowerets folding turn to rest, 
Boaming wild-birds seek the nest, 
Busy workers close the eye ; 
Earth is aweary ; rest is nigh. 

Trin. Coll. Oxon. J. L. B. 



Digitized by VaOOQlC 



FKOZBN. 



LONG have falleii the winter snows : 
Faded the bloom of the Christmas rose : 
Nature is stem in a cold repose. 

Checked is the riviilet's joyous bound : 
A snowy mantle covers the ground : 
Dreary the waste with never a sound. 

Though the snow-flakes drive o'er every hill, 
And Nature be cold and stem and chill, 
Ah me ! her heart is colder still ; 

Frozen and bound in icy chain, 
Yet for some genial glow again 
I ever must pray, though the prayer be vain; 

Cruel winter, away, away ! 

"Why does the summer so long delay ? 

Why grows it colder day by day ? 

Oh heart as cold as the Arctic sea! 
Burning for ever mine must be ; 
Unbend, unbend, and return to me. 

Once, ere Autumn's hours had past, 

Methought I had gained that heart at last. 

But 'twas steeled once more by the north wind's blast 
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Yet when the snowdrop lifts her head^ 
When violets peep from their mossy bed, 
And the morning blushes with earlier red ; 

When the northern lights no longer glow. 
And the west wind forbids the return of snow,. 
And all unfettered the streamlets flow, 

While o'er us the birds in melody sing, 

May her heart grow soft, and the church-bells ringy 

To welcome with me the sweet dawn of spring. 

J. M. L. 
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A WOICE OF THE WICIOUS. 

5 "DEE, BiU, you listen, while I teU 

-^ 'Ow I've just done the Mission ; well, 
■^Tlie blokes all come, and fast some swell 

As seemed important ; 

Ses he : — "Dear lads, what's vicked bin. 
We vish to rexene yon from sin 
And see you eamin honest tin, 

K you 11 allow us." 

And then some old un speaks genteel 
And axes o'w yer innuds feel. 
And 'ow you was fust druv to steal, 

And then you blubs. 

They called it '• druv," they did, by gum ! 
I dayn't say 'twam 't, but kept quite mum ; 
But all their talk's so precious rum, 

A kid must veep or laugh. 

In course a vise un veeps — dayn't I ? 
And then ses they : — '* My lad, don't cry — 
We'll see to you : ses I : — " why 

Veren't you my parients ?'' 
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^Thskt paid, my cookie, just a few, 
They stared at me a minute or two. 
Then chummed together, and I knew 

I'd took their vind. 

My heyes and limbs what game it is 
To stand and pull a Solomon phiz. 
And bust to make the blubber riz, 

And come the penitent. 

So now 1 specs to get repweeve, 
A stunnin character, and I b'lieve 
Not three- week more afore I leave 

This Penny Stenchery. 

But spose them buffers (oh my vig!) 
'Adn't come and I 'adn't played this rigi 
Why, I shouldn't get a hoss and gig 

If I lived to ninety. 

A steady cove is all my heye, 
D'ye think I'd go to starve and cry 
" 'Ot taters," when i* this-uns I 

Becomes so interestin ? 

There is some folks as takes it meek 
And starve theirselves to 'scape the Beak, 
While us * deludid * kids are sleek 

As Bottomuppermosts.i' 

* The boy, I suppose, alludes to the specimens of the River-horse in the 
Regent's Park collection. 
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Now, Bill, my say is this, (which I'm 
On Fortin's path) recelect this rhyme. 
That " Honesty's the thief of time" — 

You mark my vurds. 

C. P. 
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WKITTEN DUKING THE STORM OF NEW 
YEAR'S-EVE, 1859-60. 

THE year has come — ^an eventful year — it has come 
in an awful form, 
Great clouds are the dust of its chariot wheels, and its 

path is a rolling storm, 
A voice in the turret, a voice in the tree, loud voices 

o'er all the earth, 
Attest to the might of this dread New Year, to the 

throes of its terrible birth. 
Ah, quivering Earth! as the branches fall like leaves 

in thy leafless woods. 
Ah, storm-lashed Sea! as the waters of Heav*n whirl 

down to thy raging floods, 
Do ye ask while the hurricane never abates, while the 

rush and the roar never cease, 
" strange in thine advent, fearful and strange. Is 

it Peace, New Year, is it Peace ? 
" Ask ye Peace ?" says the answering voice of the storm, 

*' Is it Peace ? are ye deaf and blind ? 
Look, look to the ranks of the marshalled clouds, and 

list to the roaring wind I" 

Pembroke College. S. J. S. 
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THE SPIEIT OF HAKMONY. 



SEE the safiEron-robed morning 
Is mounting on high, 
With soft tints adorning 
The e8u:th and the sky, 
Lighting up the grey mountain, 
While her rays on the fountain 
Are glimmering joyously ; 

Clear glistens the dew on the tender blade, 
Bri^t gleams are piercing the flickering shade 
That the graceful entwinings of boughs have made. 

II. 

With music and singing 

A joyful band come ; 
Glad reapers are bringing 

Their harvest home ; 
With shoutings of pleeusure, 
They dance in gay measure, 

And their wreaths spread a flowery perfume j 

And the vine's rich purple clusters are seen 
Half hid in the folds of their covering green ; 
For plenty is reigning, a bounteous Queen. 
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m. 

I am borne on the Zephyr, 

Light clouds are my throne ; 
The seas and lands ever 

My loved presence own ! 
The doedal Earth hails me. 
No tempest assails me, 

In smiles and in calm I am known ; 

And the troubled wave of the moaning sea 
Is soothed into tranquil repose by me, — 
By the Spirit of Love and Harmony. 

IV. 

Each passion that rages 

And tortures the breast. 
My coming assuages, 

And lulls into rest ; 
Unseen, yet men feel me, 
Their glad hearts reveal me 

Believing from woe the distressed ; 

Though perils surroimd them, no perils they fear, 
Though darkness o'ershadow them, still I am near. 
And through clouds shall the light of my love shine 
more clear. 
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V. 



For I came down from Heaven 

At God's high command, 
Snch strength has He given 
Their foes to withstand ; 
My star shone above them, 
When the flaming sword drove them 
Exiled from that beauteous land ; 

And e'en when the first brother's blood had been shed, 
When with brand on his brow the first murderer fled, 
I stayed with the mourners and watched by the dead. 



VI. 

Then fear thou not, mortal. 

But hope to the end, 
For to Death's gloomy portal 

My love shall attend, 
Let no danger appal thee 
Whate'er shall befal thee, 

For I am thy guardian, thy friend ; 

Look around thee, the world is my boundless domain, 

He formed it, and gave it to me to sustain, 

And till He comes in judgment firm fixed is my reign. 

G 
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VII. 

For Harmony aiding 

This honour has claimed, 
When His Spirit pervading 

The universe framed, 
When the voice of His thimder 
Pealed forth the high wonder, 

And the Heavens His glory proclaimed : 

And I led the celestial choir on that night. 

When the Dayspring arose turning darkness to light. 

And shepherds beheld the all-ravishing sight. 



vm. 

By the deathbed of sorrow. 
With mourners I weep. 

Those blest drops they borrow 
To charm cares to sleep : 

When the Spirit, forgiven. 

Seeks the glories of Heaven 
My watch by the body I keep : 

And when the solemn service is read, 
And the earth is returned to its earthy bed, 
My guardian wings o'er the grave I spread. 
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IX. 



But to me is far dearest 

The time-hallowed shrine, 
Her music thrills clearest. 

Her notes most divine ; 
Ah dear is my dwelling, 
When the organ is swelling, 

And joining its concord to mine ; 

Tor as oft as the sounds float away in the choir, 
1 waft them responsive, now lower, now higher, 
TTill in transept and aisle the soft echoes expire. 



Hark, the chorus is ended, 

Pure notes rise and fall, 
Into one voice is blended 

The music of all. 
j I That torrent so glorious 
With transport victorious 

In its harmony Strife shall appal ; 

Though thy passions rage, and the contest is warm, 
Yet gaze on that brow and that fair young form, 
And repose will steal over thee soothing the stoniu 
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xi. 

Oh music is surer 

From lips of the young, 
No melody purer 

By angels is sung, 
Through the deep window streaming 
One bright ray is beaming, 

And dancing his white robes among j 

Now poured in a flood of living gold, 
It shines on his brow in radiance untold. 
Till his head is too dazzling bright to behold. 



xn. 

That one glimpse of Heaven 

Can mortals employ, 
That pledge has He given 

Of unspeakable joy, 
If His Spirit has filled them 
And holy awe thrilled them 

As they gaze on the angel-boy ; 

But the blest one on whom that glory shone, 
His Father in Heaven haa marked as his own. 
And pure and unspotted from Earth he has flown. 
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xm. 

No sn6u:e may beguile him 

He suflfers no pain, 
Sin cannot defile him 

With envious stain ; 
That beam was Death's token, 
With voice still unbroken 

He shall pour his melodious strain ; 

Clad in robes of a lustre more dazzling white, 
In regions whose glory shines forth, more bright 
Than that ray on his brow for "The Lamb is their 
light" 

XIV. 

Laid up is like glory 

Frail mortals, for you ; 
Some feeble and hoary. 

Their course shall pursue, 
Some in manhood believing, 
Some for past errors grieving 

Shall find that His promise is true ; 

Trust on ; He has not left you helpless, a prey 
To your foes, but has opened a glorious day, 
And His word is unchanging, shall not pass away. 



Digitized by VaOOQlC 



48 The Spirit Of HAtiMONV* 



XV. 

And when His last thunder 

Shall shake earth and sea, 
When the heathen shall wonder 

Nor know where to flee, 
Till the Great Day is over 
My Spirit shall hover 

'Mid the flames, for they cannot touch me ; 

And when her l8ust throes shall the Universe rend 
With the souls of the righteous I calmly ascend, 
To partake of their glory^ that never shall end. 

Balliol College. E. W. U. 



BND. — PABT 1. 



Printed by VV. Mansell, 36, Holywell, Oxford. 
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THE GRAVE OF A NATUHALIST. 



I. 

TTPON some wild and breezy down 
^ Which o'er the blue sea rears its crest, 
Which oftentimes the sea-mists crown 
With steamy wreaths, I'd have my rest; 



IL 

There the green bracken o'er my head, 
With scented ling to lure the bee,- - 

Buzzing low dirges as he sped 
From honied crypts with saffron knee;- 

III. 

And particolored moss should spring 
With blushing Fungi interchanged 

Above my couch, and skylarks sing 
As in the cloud-drift high they ranged. 
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IV. 

O'er me should run with dreamy cry 
The plover in its summer's gold ; 

And many a fly to June's soft sky 
Its wings of virgin blue unfold. 



V. 

The bleating snipe should rear its brood 
And strut amidst the nodding fern ; 

While from the clouds in accent rude 
Should fall the scream of passing hem. 



VI. 



Nor rarely on some Sabbath mom 

Should blend the sea gull's laughing wail, 

With silver bell tones softly borne 

From some old church tower in the vale* 

Merton College. M. 
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QUEEN JEZEBEL. 

'* And Ahab told Jeiebel all that Elijah had done." 

1 Kings xix. 1 



"pROUDLY in the ivory palace 
-*- Sat Queen Jezebel of old, 
Listening in her royal splendour 
As the bloody tale was told, 

How upon the northern mountains 
BaaVs chosen prophets lay, 

'* Red were ancient Kishon's waters 
At the dawning of the day." 

O'er the broad plains of Samaria 
No sound of life was heard. 

Save the moan of parched cattle 
Dying on the barren sward. 

Silent were the pleasant fountains, 
From far Beersheba to Dan 

Rose the bitter cry of famine 
From a faint and weary land. 
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And EthbaaVs daughter trembled 
One brief moment at the word, 

Trembled at the evil-tidings, 
Piercing sharper than a sword. 

Then in fury cursed Elijah, 
Cursed the prophet of the Ijord. 

Crying, " Back unto Esdraelon 
Where Carmel's oaks are green. 

And cry you there, thus answereth 
The great Sidonian Queen ; 

" So may the gods do unto me. 

And all the royal line, 
If dogs this day drink not thy blood, 

Drink thy blood, even thine. 

" Up ! hie thee to the mountains 
And bid them cover thee. 

Away far o'er the waters 
Of the Eternal Sea. 

" Mine arm shall reach thee even there 

Yea in the jaws of Hell, 
And nations that are yet unborn 

Shall to their children tell. 
Whether was mightiest in wrath. 

Thy God or Jezebel. 
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" For Baal is no sleeper. 

No careless hunter He, 
Although he hearkens not to those 

Who worship timidly, 
And test them whether other Gods 

Be not as great as He. 

Then rose she from her royal throne 

And in her garments rare. 
She bowed down before her god, 

And prayed a bitter prayer. 

" Up, in thy wrath great Baalim, 

Up in thy wrath I say, 
Avenge thyself in Israel, 

For this accursed day. 

" Where are the men that served thee 

Owning no other God ! 
Bed are the streams of Issachar 

With their thrioe-holy blood. 

" Up, for the people mock thee, 

O hear thy Servants* cry. 
Hear Sidonian Ashtaroth, 

Night-Ruler of the Sky ! 
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But never answer made the god, 
To soothe her in her woe, 

And the hot breath of the desert. 
Fanned her with sullen glow. 

Then from the black depths of her heart 
She spake such wild despair, 

The frail bonds of idolatr}'^, 
Dared not to linger there. 

" I deem there is no Deity 

In earth, or air or sea. 
Thian Vengeance be to me a god 

And I will worship thee. 

" How need I bow myself in prayer 

Before a god unseen. 
Before a god that heareth not, 

Up, am I not a Queen ? 

And haughtily she rose, to dare 
The might of God Most High 

She rose a second Azriel, 
To fall eternally. 

Cambridge, 1860. 
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SERENADE. 

A S swiftly-glancing meteors in a dream 
■^ Play thro' a summer heaven the whole night long. 
So on our souls immortal faces heam, 
And one my heart hath moulded into song, 
Fair as the minstrel-fabled shapes that throng 
The haunted grove, or music-hallowed fall ; 
Now let still night uplift her starry pall, 
Night — that alone can gentle thoughts inspire — 
And my lone spirit, clasping all in all, 
Wake a clear strain, and softly sound the lyre, 
And breathe a low tune sweetly rising higher, 
! may no tears of sorrow e'er bedew, 
Those ever-glancing liquid orbs of fire. 
Those ever-laughing eyes of heavenly hue. 

O.K. 
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CASSANDBA. 



" Tunc etiam fatis aperit Cassandra futuris 
ora, Dei jussu non unquam credita Teucris." 

ViRG. iEN. 246. 

" I will rise and go 
Down into Troy, and ere the stars come forth 
Talk with the wild Cassandra, for she says 
A fire dances before her, and a sound 
Rings ever in her ears of armed men." 

Tennyson, ^nonk. 



" TT^^I^ silver light of the pale moon : thou art 

-*-*- Most beautiful in sadness, languid orb, 
Look kindly on me, I am miserable, 
I hate the suns hot glare, but thou art pure 
As the cold snows on Ida. Oh the weight 
That weigheth down my weak and wavering breast, 
The awful gift of prophecy — to know 
What we can never, never avert — ib feel 
As in a dream the spectre drawing nearer, 
And we all tranced, while its cold cruel eyes 
Stare at us till we die, — to arms — ^to arms I 
I hear afar the neighings of their horses, 
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The clang of clarions, and the tramp of hoofs, 

The clash of swords, the charge, the joyous shout 

Of triumph, and the bitter groan of pain. 

I see their lances gleam, and many a pennon 

Fluttering in blood, and the fall'n warrior stretched 

Upon that orb which was no shield from death. 

Meiiiinks I view in morning's earliest blush 

A princely helm, splendid as burnished gold. 

Borne proudly in the thickest of the fray ; 

And at the fall of solemn eventide. 

The self-same helm all blood-stained and all pierced, 

And then a voice comes whispering — lift it up 

Cassandra, 'tis thy brothers ; — and I weep. 

I stood beside that brother yester-eve. 

Where swift Scamander rolls his yellow flood, 

We looked toward Troy, the stars had wov'n a wreath 

Around her glorious citadel, her^ towers 

Her temples and her palaces were bright 

In azure light, and like an attired bride 

She shone for all the world to gaze upon : 

Then in the depths of my sad heart I sighed. 

And the God rose within me, and I moaned 

Ah ye shall glow in ruddier light and fall. 

But Hector frowned upon me with knit brows — 

* Sister, they are too fair to fall, they hold 

' As a rich casket richer things within — 

' The hearts of Heroes, and the immortal Gods 
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' Whom Trojans honour will strike deep for Troy 
' When'ere the foeman beards us in our den.' 
So speaks he, knowing not his fate. Ye Gods 
Is there no tongue but mine to tell the doom 
Of my dear father-land ? plead for me moon 
With thy meek prayerful eye, while I this night 
Shall lie dew-drenched upon the cold, dank plain. 

B. N. C. 
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THE NATIONAL GALLERY. 
(Old Mastbbs.) 

I STOOD among the treasures of past days, 
The painted fancies of the poet-mind : 
I saw how Art her adoration pays 
To all the beautiful. An undefined 
Mysterious feeling, which no words can tell, 
Held me enchanted in a strange control 
Gazing with awe : upon me lay the spell 
Of the departed, wakened by the soul 
That breathes through their creations. Back I drew 
The veil of Time, and with the mighty few 
Held converse, as if then they feigned the child 
Of future sorrows of a face so fair, 
Painting on bended knees, — or Virgin mild. 
And Magdalene with her golden hair. 

T. B. A. 
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THE JUGDMENT OF PAKIS. 



lyYTHOLOGY tells us, and why should we doubt it? 

-*-*■*■ Especially since we know nothing about it, 

That the Goddesses fought, in a ladylike way, 

As to who should be hailed as the belle of the day ; 

An apple of gold was the conqueror's meed. 

To two must be fruitless, but one could succeed. 

There was Juno, Minerva, and last of the three 

Came Venus late sprung from the foam of the sea 

Three handsomer faces you hardly would meet 

In soiree or ball room, the Park or the street 

A handsome young stripling called Paris of Troy, 

Who was always a frolicsome mirthloving boy, 

Was called to decide in this delicate matter, 

And hardly knew which with his judgment to flatter. 

To strict views of Justice not yet a subscriber, he 

Laid himself open to offers of bribery — 

One promised a kingdom, t*was Juno did that 

He turned on his heel, his refusal was flat 

Minerva then whispered of glory in war, 

And tickled the pride of thig " young Lochinvar " 

But Venus who boasted some knowledge of life 

Spoke of beauty and love, and suggested a wife, 
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Ambition and glory soon melted apace, 
Exposed to the charms of fair Helen's sweet face, 
To Venus he yielded, to her gave the fruit. 
Which afterwards proved the unfortunate root 
Of bitterness, war, and all kinds of distress, 
Entangling the Judge in a desperate mess ; 
The bride whom he ardently pressed to his lips 
He found a " destroyer of armies and ships " 
The Olympians whose pride he contrived to annoy 
Soon shewed him their spleen in the ashes of Troy, 
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HOKACE. ODE XXIV. BOOK III. 
(''In Avabos.") 

RICHER than all Arabia's wealth 
And India's countless gold 
For thee the marble halls may rise 
Where ocean waves have rolled. 
Yet if the leman Fate shall lay 

Her grasp upon thine head, 
Thy soul shall feel the toils of Death, 
The agonies of dread. 

Give me the Qetoe poor and blest, 

The Scythian of the plain, 
Whose wandering life rolls on beside 

The rolling of his wain : 
For whom the once-tilled acres bear 

The years' sufficient store : 
While other hands relieve the hand 

Whose days of toil are o'er. 

Unmothered babes find love within 

A second mother's arms, 
No dowered wife her hus brnd jules 

Or flies to alien charms : 
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The glorious dower that parents giye 

Is Virtue pure and high, 
One love, one heart, one stedfast faith, 

Or let the faithless die ! 

Thou that hast will to stay the strife, 

A Father to thy Land ! 
Upon this licence and misrule 

Lay firm determined hand : 
Kenowned and loved in future years, 

Unhonoured in thy day, 
We loathe and spurn the living Great 

We mourn them past away ! 

Ah ! what avail our useless tears 

K vengeance meets not crime ? 
And what to us with lawless souls 

A code of laws sublime ? 
O'er scorching wastes, o'er raging seas 

We send our navies forth. 
O'er regions of eternal snow. 

The barriers of the North : 

For Poverty our blackest crime 

Doth urge our hearts astray 
In deeds of daring, deeds of ill, 

From virtues narrow way. 
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O men ! if we repent our sin, 
'Mid blessings let us go, 

Give to the Gods our useless gold. 
The source of all our woe ! 

Or gather gold and gem and stone 

In one accursed heap. 
And where the nearest ocean rolls 

We'll hurl them to the deep ! 
Uproot, uproot the lust of gain 

With sinful sorrow rife ! 
And form perverted minds anew 

With rules of sterner life ! 

The coward stripling fears the chase 

What though of lineage high. 
And loves the ringing of the troque. 

The rattle of the die I 
Meanwhile the fuller soul absorbed 

In avaricious zest, 
With perjured faith deceives alike 

His partner, friend and guest : 
And leaves for an unworthy heir 

Unbounded stores laid by : 
For wicked wealth forsooth may grow 

But ne'er can satisfy ! 

Pemb. Coll. 
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"TvEEP caverns underground 

•^ Send forth a solemn sound 

Of water dropping, like a silver bell, 

And far into their night 

The torch-flame sheds its light 

In gloomy splendour, Oh ! no tongue can tell 

How many evil spirits wing their flight 

O'erpowered by the presence of the light. 

Hast thou e'er heard the sea 

In fitful melody, 

Or hollow murmur breaking on the shore, 

And looked upon its waves 

Thinking, these are the graves 

Of many noble hearts that 8re no more. 

While melancholy 

Possesses wholly 
The mind, imtil the light of day 
Bursts forth and chases all away 
These thoughts with its bright ray ? 
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The darksome cavern, and the midnight sea 

With moaning waves, seem ever unto me 

The lonely heart. 

The torchlight and the light of day 

Are friendships rays which chase away 

The gloomy thoughts which had their sway. 

As glorious music gushing thro' the aisle 

Of some dim grand cathedral strikes the soul 

Of him who listens, wondering the while 

How such angelic strains adown can roll, 

Till from the earth the swelling sounds are driven 

Ascending upward to the choirs of Heaven. 

Or like the splendour which at early dawn, 
Falls on yon snow-clad hills and bathes in white 
The mighty silence of the awakening mom 
When rising Phoebus shames the gloomy night. 
And shines resplendent, pouring gdlden rays 
From golden chariot on the astonished gaze. 

So friendship falls like sunlight on the soul 
Dim shining first as thro' the morning haze ; 
It ever fills the heart with glowing warmth 
Of holy feeling ; and in after days 
Crowds o'er it, full of sweetest memory 
Of two-fold bliss — and sun-lit harmony. 

Cambridge. B. 
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EURIP. ALCESTIS. 
Chorus 447—491. 

TV AUGHTER of Pelias fare-thee-well 

•^ Doomed in those cheerless realms to dwell 

Where the sun-beam sheds not its golden ray 

To light up the gloom with a smile of day. 

Daughter of Pelias calmly rest, 

With our prayers and benisons blest ; 

And may the dark-hair*d monarch own, 

That thou art fairest round his throne. 

And that old man, who plies the oar, 

And guiding holds the rudder bands, 

The pilot to Hell's sable shore. — 

The ferryman to Pluto's lands, — 

Let him confess, he ne'er hath borne 

Within his skiff o'er Acheron's tide. 

From life and all its pleasures torn 

So faithful or so sweet a bride. 

At Sparta, when Heaven's circling Queen 
Amid the starry host is seen 
Placed high upon the brow of night, 
Shedding till mom her mellow light; 
As time revolving brings again 
The gay Cameian's festive reign ; 
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At Athens, o'er whose radiant towers 
Her richest blessings fortune showers ; 
Thy story many a bard shall deem 
For chant or dirge so meet a theme 
That long and loud thy praise shall swell. 
And while thy deeds the tongue inspire. 
His hand shall strike the mountain shell. 
And sweep across the seven-toned bjrre. 

Oh that it rested but with me 
From Pluto's thrall to set thee free 
That I had power to bring thee back 
To view the light of Heaven's own God 
Upon that wild and thrilling track 
Which thy descending steps have trod : 
That I had power to gain access, 
To Hades' uttermost recess 
And scorn the barrier of the dead 
That dark Cocytus' waters' spread ; 
How quickly o'er the loathsome tide 
My venturous skiff should boldly ride 
For thou hast been the truest wife, 

'Mid woman kind alone, 
Who ere from death her husband's life 

Hath ransom'd with her own. 

Oh may the cold earth lightly rest 
Fair bride upon thy faultless breast > 
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And should thine Husband ever take 

Another wife to fill thy place 
The deed within our breasts would wake 

Deep anguish, at the foul disgrace ; 
And he would bear thy children's hate 

The cause of many a feud — 
As all the guerdon to await 

His base ingratitude. 

No mother sought a willing tomb 

To free him from untimely doom. 

No father gave his life to save 

His offspring from the yawning grave, 

Though time had scattered o'er their head 

The snows of many a year 
And brought with his relentless tread 

Death's shadowy portal near, 
But thou with life-time's morning blest 
Hast ta'en misfortime to thy breast 

And for him sought a silent rest. 

Oh ! that it were our lot to find 

As fond a bride, as true a mind, 

Then might our hearts without a sigh 

Bid sorrow pass unheeded by. 

But scarce on man doth Heaven bestow 

A love like her'a who sleeps below* 

Worcester College. S. H. 
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QOUIjS of the brave whose ashes feed 
*^ Strange blossoms far o'er eastern wave 
And lonesome rest where jungle reed 
Waves ranker o'er the soldier's grave. 

Whose parting prayer and latest breath 
Breathed of the land wherefore ye fell, 

I hold it truth ye haunt in death 
The land in life ye loved so well. 

Ungrasped by sense, by faith we feel 
Your presence with us evermore. 

Dead watchers o'er your country's weal 
And ghostly guardians of her shore. 

In every breath of tunesome wind 
That echoes round your native Isle, 

Your voices greet the kindred mind, 
And in the sunbeam dwells your smile. 

When gathering dangers fling their shade 
Of darksome rumours o'er our land, 

And half outleaps the sheathed blade 
And scowling foes go hand in hand. 
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The echoes of the days of old 

Wherein ye strove, wherein ye fell 

So grandly calm, so lion-bold. 
Speak to us like a tocsin bell. 

Stirr'd by your name the languid blood 
With fuller pulse leaps to and fro : 

High memories rout each sluggish mood ; 
Wakes every heart to warmer glow. 

Nor only when the danger lowers, 

And troublous cares are dark and strong,— 

Feel we your kindly spirit-powers 
Nerving our hearts to meet the wrong. 

Then too I ween most sweet and glad, 
Your genial presence hovers nigh 

When all the land is summer clad. 
Nor any cloud englooms the sky. 

When roll no muttering martial drums 
But echoing sweet from happy dells 

'Mid sunshine, peace, and plenty, comes 
The mellow strain of Sabbath bells. 

Trin. Coll., Oxon. J. L. B. 
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THE PHOC^AN EXH.ES. 

*' Phocaeorum 
Velut profugit cxsecrata civitts 
Agros atque Lares pati'ios " 



I. 

rpHEIR galleys cleave the blue JEgean main, 

■*- The proud waves curl to meet their brazen prows. 

Then back recoiling rear their crests again, 

As if the Grod were threatening to uprouse 
His utmost ire against the adventurous crew, 
Yet, pitying their fate, his violence withdrew. 



n. 

And some cast back a half-regretful glance 
To the broad tract of water they had crossed ; 

And some were musing in a silent trance 
On their deserted homes and temples lost ; 

Some stretched their hands to the Ionian shore, 

The mountains and the streams they should behold no 
more. 
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m. 

The wife hung mute upon the husband's breast, 
Children were hushed in strange bewilderment, 

Close in her arms her babe the mother pressed, 
And fathers on their sons in silence leant ; 

The heart of each was far too full to speak. 

None cared to be the^first, the solemn calm to break. 



IV. 

At last there raised his voice an aged man 

Whose long grey beard of many a winter told, 

Wrinkled his brow, his cheek with care was wan, 
But still his eye was gleaming as of old. 

And as he spake his words inspired anew 

Fresh courage in the hearts of all that mourning crew. 



V. 



" Offspring of sires who braved the Hadrian main, 
And built a city on the Gallic shore, 

Who visited the fields of wealthy Spain, 

And heard the waves of Ocean meet and roar 

Beneath the frowning barriers of two seas, 

The Pillars of the God, the mighty Hercules, 



Digitized by VaOOQlC 



74 The Phoolan Exiles. 

VI. 

" Why mourn ye thus your homes and temples lost? 

That is no home to you where tyrants reign. 
Why gaze so oft on fair Ionia's coast ? 

A land of slaves Phocsea's sons disdain. 
Where free-born men no yoke of bondage bear, 
There is your native land, your homes and temples 
there. 

VII. 

" Oh nobly have ye braved, my countrymen, 
The jealousy of friends, the wrath of foes ; 

When Chios had denied her succour, then 
Alone ye turned and feared not to oppose 

Your scanty force against the spoiler's band 

By loved Phocaea's walls, and winding Hermus' strands 

VIII. 

" Nobly we laid the proud oppressors low. 
Oh bravely did we dare the glorious strife, 

Eevenge and fury armed each desperate blow. 
Little we recked about our worthless life ; 

Onwards we rushed through streets remembered well, 

Dragged from our own loved homes the hated Persian 
fell. 
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IX. 

'* Eemember ye the oath that then we swore, 
As the hot mass sank hissing through the waves, 

Never to see our country's subject shore, 

Ne'er to be called the Persian Monarch's slaves, 

Till from the depths that iron should arise 

And on the surface float before our wondering eyes. 



" On Ocean's bed it lieth firm and deep ; 

So firmly to his oath the exile stands ; 
Here is no shrinking slave who fears to keep 

The vow that Freedom's holy law demands. 
Farewell ye plains, the Persian's dwelling place, 
Farewell degenerate oflFspring of the Hellenic race. 



XI. 



" Free are the trackless paths of Ocean, free 
The unknown Islands of the Western main ; 

Speed, comrades, speed the bark, and seek with me 
Ausonia's ancient streams, or bounteous Spain, 

Or Sicily, or Cymus' rugged coast, 

Or fair Massilia's walls, our father's proudest boast. 
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xn. 

'Mark yonder eagle fromthe Eastern skies 
One instant hovering o'er our galleys, rest ; 

Now screaming shrill its onward course it plies 
Far to the regions of the golden West, 

On to the West, the fresh breeze swells our sail, 

Hail to thee hitd of Jove, auspicious omen hail V 

Balliol Coll. E. W. U. 
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MIDNIGHT MASS AT MILAN. 
1858. 



I STOOD at dusk in Milan's central square, 
Beneath her mighty minsters front of white, 
A cold gleam hovered on the marble there, 

And glimmered into night. 

Sometimes the drifting banks of ragged cloud 

Would part, and shew a waning moon awhile, 
Whose pale light struggled through a misty shroud, 
And silvered all the pile. 

On the great wall the dreamy radiance fell. 

And loving played on buttress, arch, and tower ; 
And showed how every stony pinnacle 

Blossomed in stony flower. 

It lingered still on angel-form divine. 

And sainted visage sorrowfully mild, 
Till with soft light suffused each face divine 
With look celestial smiled. 
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I mused on ancient might of Lombard kings ; 
And Milan's walls, proud home of Liberty, 
And him their foe, whom German minstrel sings. 
With red beard floating free. 

I thought on French domain, and Spaniard sway, 

And pondering grieved that each great empire past. 
Fair Lombardy must Austrian rule obey, 
The vilest and the last ! 

As thus I mused there came a company 

With eyes cast downward, and soft measured tread. 
And the dark garb of sad solemnity, 

As they that mourn the dead. 

Slowly they moved toward the minster door, 

When lo the tramp of armed men beside, 
And one that tyranny's base trappngs wore 

With threatening accents cried j 

" Hence to your homes, away ye rebel band, 

No prayers, no oflferings to God's altar bring. 
For one that dared to raise an impious hand. 
To strike a crowned king." 

Straggling they past away to left and right, 
The last foot echoed on the distant stone, 
And I was left alone beneath the night 

Left musing there, alone. 
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And my heart burnt at thought of outraged gi'ave, 

And kings, their robes with blood of patriots red, 
That grant no pardon to the living slave, 
No pardon to the dead. 

I said indignant, of great names of old 

Why dream in idle pacings to and fro ? 
For Italy is dead, her tale is told I 

Wrathful I turned to go ; 

And turning saw a lady standing there 

Of countenance most sad, yet most serene, 
With robes of black, and crownwise-banded hair 
Most like a weeping Queen. 

With sweet soft voice she spoke, that nerved each hand, 

And fired each vein, like trumpet's war-note free, 
*' thou that grievest for a fallen land 

Enter and thou shalt see." 

Wondering I asked, while quick the life-blood runs, 

Who art thou lady ? stately she replied,- - 
" The mourning mother of the noblest sons ; 
The fallen from her pride. 

*' I sat enthroned upon the hills of Eome ; 
I ruled from Eastern unto Western Sea ; 
The cold Norse Kings would tremble in their home 
When they named Italy. 
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Queenlike she motioned me with mute command 

Towards the mighty porch our path before, 
Silent, self-moved, obedient to her hand^ 

Swung wide each ponderous door. 

Into the vast obscurity we stept. 

The horror of the dark, no sight, no sound ; 
Only the nightwind sadly sighing swept 
The pinnacles around. 

I felt as one of grosser mortal sense. 

Alone amid the kingdom of the dead ; 
And half in fear, and half in reverence 

Suppliant I bowed my head. 

Still on my ears there fell her soft commfimd 

Sweeter than cithern's silver melody, 
" O thou that grievest for a fallen land 

Look up, and thou shalt see." 

I looked ; and through the blackness there alone, 

In the far distance of the eastern choir. 
High on the marble altar's topmost stone 

Blazed one faint streak of fire. 

And wheresoe'cr each straggling ray might fall. 
There loomed beyond that little round of light 
Here a vast pillar, there a mighty wall, 

Half- visible through night. 
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And in the twiliglit where the last gleams fell, 

A misty crowd of shadows came and went, 
One from the other scarce discernible, 

With darkness strangely blent. 

The sweet voice spake ** all these are seed of mine, 

Loved the great name divine of Liberty, 
Proved them true children of a glorious line, 

For these have died for me." 

One lofty figure from the misty scene 

Passed slowly forwards 'mid the luminous ring, 
With brow that beamed command, and stateliest mien, 
A shadow like a king. 

" On red Novara's plain my race was run. 

On that sad day fell all my purpose high. 
My sand I said is spent, my thread is spun. 
And yet I could not die. 

" Far, far, I sleep on Lusitanian sands. 

Beyond the weary leagues of wild sea foam, 
E'en in my death an outcast from my lands, 
An exile from my home. 

Yet my heart joyeth knowing I have one — 

My son in whom I trust, my heart's desire, 
Whom after-days shall call a hero son 

Sprung from a hero sire." 
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Then floated forth a woman phantom fair. 

That clasped a shadowy babe with eager hand. 
All streaming floated loose her rich black hair, 
Dank with the salt sea sand. 

" O'er lone Morela's beach the wild winds moan> 

For ever shrilling out one funeral song, 
Morela's dreary waves on each worn stone 

Come plashing all day long. 

" They laid us both within one hurried grave. 

Hunted to death like beasts of forest be ; 
They laid us there where aye the breaking wave, 
Makes my babes lullaby. 

" But thou my hero, thou our country's stay, 

thou my love, and hope, my trust, and pride, 
I will be with thee in the battle day 

To turn each arm aside. 

" In the fight's fiercest hour when they who ne'er 

Knew mercy, now for mercy bend the knee. 

When Tyrant's hirelings crouch in abject fear, 

I charge thee, think of me." 

So the sad train passed on continually 

Through the long hours of night, a glorious band 
Names that I reverenced, of the days gone by, 
The martyrs of the land. 
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Then there came one upon whose cheek the glow 

Of life still lingering tinged each vein with red, 
The stream of life still mingled in the flow 

Of each stem word he said. 

'' I sinned, he said, in overhasty zeal, 

Eager to hurl to earth the Tyrant's might ; 
I sinned unknowing that the secret steel 

Does treason to the right. 

•* Not through dark paths of crime must Freedom tread, 

Climbing the steps that lead her to her throne : 
If blood must stain her feet, that blood be shed 
In open fight alone. 

** I sinned and I atoned ; gave life for life ; 

In that far city by the winding Seine, 
The keen swift rush of the descending knife 

Swept between heart and brain. 

*^ Mj slayer shall avenge me ; he shall rend 

The yoke 'gainst which my arm had vainly striven ; 
My death shall work fulfilment of the end 

To which my life was given. 

" A despot's arm the earliest link shall break 

Of chains 'neath which long-bound Italia lay ; 
Then the great people shall arise, and shake 
Fetters and gyves away. 
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" A despot's hand shall plant, shall tend to birth, 

The earliest seed of sacred Liberty, 
Which shall take root, and rise, and fill the earth, 
And spread from sea to sea. 

** fool in idle tricks of fancied sway 

Making the people's rights thy stair to power. 
Bights which with awe shall trembling kings obey 
When past is thy short hour." 

And last he faded from the central glow : 

Then from the crowd of phantoms floating there, 
From each went up a separate tale of woe, 

From each a separate prayer. 

And as great bells that in a minster hang, 

When all their flood of solemn sound outpour. 
Jar heavy on his ear with following clang. 

That stands beneath the door. 

Yet floats one blended note of harmony 
To him that lieth on the breezy down, 
Watching each farmstead's Sabbath Company 

Troop churchwards towards the town. 

Thus though each soul did separate grief declare, 

One voice went upwards from the spacious throng. 
One cry of pain, one universal prayer, 

'*How long, Lord, how long?" 
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And lo the first grey dawn : and all were fled 
And I, — ^I knelt and cried as they had cried, 
And one faint ray through the thick darkness shed 
Shone on the Crucified. 

F. L L. 
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OLD Winter, clad in vest of grey, 
Departs with stately step and slow ; 
His noiseless footfall on the snow, 
Scarce heard along the dreary way. 

But late he spread his chilling hand 

O'er bud and bloom, o'er leaf and flower ; 
And banished far the glowing hour 

From many a fair and verdant land. 

But late he shook his hoary locks, 

Glittering bright-spangled in the sun ; 
Where silver streams were wont to run 

Piling their course with icy blocks. 

But now the old man's frozen hold, 
Is loosened at the touch of death : 
And youthful spring with softer breath 

Comes dancing, singing, o'er the wold. 

The lowing kine desert the stall ; 
The gallant ship before the breeze 
Exulting seeks her native seas : 

The woodlands list the cuckoo call. 
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The lark, in upwai'ds circles borne, 
Warbles his greeting to the day : 
The throstle trills his morning lay 

From many a dew-besprinkled thorn. 

As eve descends the weary swain 
Watches with joy the setting sun ; 
Like him, his daily labour done, 

He seeks his welcome rest again. 

The woods, the dales, with murmuring voice, 
Each beast, each bird that flits the sky, 
The realms of earth, the realms on high, 

And answering echo sound " Kejoice." 

Wadham College. E. G. H. 
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ON A LADY'S RING. 

A PKETTY ring upon a lily hand, 
•^^ Composed of pearls and other precious gems. 
Induced in me the following train of thought 
One lovely evening in the month of May. 
" Sermons in stones ! " — I find a lesson here 
Well worthy all my deep attentive care 
Its high symbolic meaning to unfold. 
A Ruby forms the centre of the group ; 
Meet emblem of a warm and loving heart. 
The seat of every passion and desire 
That is implanted in the human breast : 
Round it six lovely pearls a circle twine, 
Significant of truth and purity, 
Simplicity and spotless innocence, 
With child-like meekness and humility. 
To guard and keep these passions in due bounds. 
Yet stay ! there is in one of these fair pearls 
A foul black stain ; from which I also learn. 
That without care, e'en these may sullied be, 
And lose their pristine hue and brilliancy. 
Therefore two emeralds, without this wall. 
Like sentries wait, and watch with jealous eye, 
Lest any crafty foe should venture near. 
The ring itself, an endless hoop of gold. 
Doth teach me that all deep and perfect love 
Will doubtless last through all eternity. — 

Coll. Trin. Cantab. N. B. 
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I. 

T CLOSED the book, and musing, dreamed 

-■- Of those wild thoughts, that flashed and gleamed 

Like death-lights from the bowl 
Whence Horace drank to drown the dread 
And doom of death, the dank, damp dead, 

The passage of the soul. 
The lethal boat, the vague unseen, 
The dream- Aideen ! the dream- Aideen ! 

n. 

A leaden water silent rose. 
Bloated and black in dead repose, 

Where, shivering, white and wan, 
I saw among the shrill dry reeds, 
And shuddering flags, and slimy weeds, 

A disembodied man ! 
A sickening odour filled the gloom, 
A cry of death, a voice of doom. 

m. 

A hot breath, from the farther shore 
Came withering slowly on, and bore 

A wild and woeful wail, — 
" take us back to see the light ! 

N 
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wake us from this starless night ! " 
But a hound, with straightened tail. 
Bellowed and bayed with eyes of flame — • 
Slowly a boat from the ghost-coast came. 



IV. 

And in that boat a wild weird thing, 
A living DEATH was fain to sing 

To his oars in muffled shake, 
Keeping the time where Time was not^ 
But one eternal, fest'ring, rot 

Slept on that stagnant lake — 
Spiteful he smote the water-snakes ! 
Their poisoned scales fell off in flakes. 



The murky gloom paled dull and drear. 
As slow that death-boat, crawling near, 

Crept like a curse along, 
And when it reached the stagnant edge. 
And slipt athwart the slimy sedge, 

That old man ceased his song, 
And beckoned with a gloomy grin. 
The shuddering shade to enter in. — 
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VI. 

For ever lost to life and light, 

The shade in silence passed from sight. 

Then sound the stillness stirred, 
As, hoarse with frequent frantic yell. 
Loud boomed and bayed the hound of Hell ; 

I shuddered as I heard ; 
Dull gate of Death ! drear vague unseen ! 

Dream- Aideen! Dream- Aideen ! 

vn. 

1 cast the pall of gloom away, 

And quick to life, and light, and day, 

I flung the casement wide — 
bliss of life ; waving trees I 
Glad bonnie birds 1 blithe singing bees ! 

The waters flashing wide ! 
The rush of wind from heathery leas I 
The blue-bells ringing in the breeze I 

VIII. 

A blissful thought flew forth at speed, 
{Bright contrast to that Poet's creed.) 

blue and dreamy skies ! 
Ours is no murky gate of death, 
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No hound of Hell with fetid breath, 

But there all smiling lies, 
Wide open to the wind's fresh breath, 
Our gate of Life, our gate of Death ! 

IX. 

Ah poet of a darkened time ! 

Well might'st thou try to drown in wine 

Thy Future void of love. 
Below thou had'st our sun, our flowers, 
Free winds of health, fresh laughing showers. 

But not our hope above 
Of things which eye hath never seen, 
The Dream-Aideen ! the Dream- Aideen ! 

Wore. Coll. K. P. 
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. HEU! OCCIDISTI FUNDITUS, ILION:* 

Eurip. Hecuba Chor. 893. 930. 

TTEU ! occidisti funditus, Ilion : 
J-L Non jam superbum, Patria, verticem 
Invicta jactabis, nee altas 

Jura dabis Phrygise per urbes. 
Heu ! occidisti : nube Pelasgica 
Cingit jacentem, perque tuas domes, 
Ferroque vastatas et igni, 
Torva tuens spatiatur bostis. 
Neptuniarum culmina turrium 
Lugubris atra labe tegit cinis : 

Actum est : nee antiquas parentum 
Fas iterum peragrare sedes. 
. Nox sceva, nox me perdidit invida, 
Dulcesque serpens post epulas sopor : 
Securus in lecto maritus 
Carminibus cboreaque sacra 
Fessum levabat corpus ; et immemor 
Pendentis hastae credidit bostibus 
Fugisse visis, et peractos 

Urbis ovans meminit labores. 

• Reprinted by the kind permission of the Lord Bishop of Lichfield. 
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At ipsa, formaeque et speculo vacans, 
Per colla fusas purpurea comas 
Mitra coercebam, jugali 
MoUe caput positura lecto. 
Sed ecce ! dirus rncenia personat 
Turbata clamor; " Vadite, vadite, 
Troja, triumphata superbi 
Ad patrias, Danai, Mycenas." 
Turn pene nudo corpora, virginis 
Instar LacaBnae, destituo torum, 
Supplexque nequicquam pudicse 
Assideo genibus Dianae. 
Viso mariti funere, turgidas 
Longe per undas Oceani trahor ; 
Navisque cum victrix tetendit 
Vela Noto nimium secundo, 
Divisa caro littore patriae, 
XJrbisque lapsas respiciens domos,. 
Heu ! mente defeci, et severo 
Procubui superata luctu. 
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THE CALEDONIAN HUNT. 

QUEEN Caroline of England 
Was full of wrath I ween, 
When nought availed stem Porteous 

The pardon of his Queen : 
For with deep thirst for vengeance 

The people had aris'n, 
And dragged him darkly in the night, 
To death, from out his prison. 

So in the court the Queen did speak 

Unto the Duke Argyle, — 
" My Lord, I wonder that your cheek 

" Should wear so glad a smile ; 
" For if to our most just commands 

" Proud Scotland will not yield, 
*^ By Heaven we'll turn your native land, 

" Into our hunting-field !" 

In the proud eyes of the Great Duke 

Burnt the indignant flame, 
And on his noble countenance 

The colour went and came ; 
He spoke in irony— ** My Queen 

*• Your favour knows no bounds, 
^' Most gracious is your Majesty 

" I go to meet my hounds 1" 



H. E. 
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TTTHEN the summer winds were blowing 
" * Very soft o'er yonder wold : 
And the ocean waves were flowing, 
Flowing sun-kissed into gold : 
By that river 
Boiling ever 
Onward towards the distant sea, 
That calleth for it murmuringly, 

I lay still — a soft harp ringing 

From that casement through the trees. 
And a low melodious singing 
Trembled downwards on the breeze : 
Floating round me 
It en wound me 
With the closeness of a spell 
Evermore insoluble ! 

When the woodland leaves were flying 

On the breezes' harsher breath, 
Whispering *' See the year is dying, 
Soon will follow us to death :" 
That harp's ringing. 
That sweet singing. 
Given solely to my will, 
Stiller grew, and yet more still. 
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And two eyes that late so gladly, 

Brightly, flashed their love to mine, 
my heart ! to see them sadly 
With a tenderness divine, 
With no token, 
No words spoken, 
Speaking what mine eyes could see 
*' the life I love for thee !" 



Winter spread his mantle over 

Woodland, mountain, wold, and wave, 
And he brought a shroud to cover 
Very purely a new grave : 
Now no weeping 
Breaks her sleeping : 
Now no more that harp shall ring 
Now no more that voice shall sing ! 

Ah I the spring returneth brightly 
Over woodland, plain and hill : 
O'er the meadows tripping lightly. 
Gaily laughing with the rill : 
But the glory 
Fails before me, 
Cold my heart to hill and plain 
She will never greet again : — 
o 
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Can I rest beneath tliis sunlight 

That is very cold and far. 
While she waits me in that One Light 
Dimming sun and moon and star ? 
This night's sorrow 
No to-morrow 
Comes to brighten, till God bring 
The advent of a sweeter spring. 

So most wearily I wander 

Waiting for that other spring : 
Over cloudy mountains yonder 
I can feel it hastening : 
And my spirit 
Cryeth for it, 
" Still, oh still the restless years 
" Still the wailing in mine ears V 

Pembroke Coll., 
Oxon. 
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'THE LIGHT OF THE WOKLD. 
Painted by H. Hunt. 

IN the moonlight, when no murmur from the haunts 
of men is heard, 
And the river in its sleep flows, onward, onward, to 
the Sea, 
And thou sleepest who art drawing nearer to Eternity, 
In the silence, and the stillness, comes the Word. 



And He knocketh at thy portal, but thou dreamest in 
the night 
That the flitting bat is only striking softly 'gainst the 
door. 
Shall He knock so oft who cometh from the Heaven's 
Eternal Shore ? 
Sleeper in the darkness, rise, behold thy Light ! 

'Tis thy Priest and Prophet clad in jewelled robe and 
white attire, 
'Tis thy King and on his brow he wears the thorny 
coronal, 
Budding now with amaranthine leaves and flowers am- 
brosial, 
In his face is speaking pity, silent ire. 
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For his glowing lamp discloseth choking up thy dwell- 
ing-door, 
Deadly hemlock, barren darnel, prickly bramble, 
withered grasses 

And the ivy knits it closely to its stanchions, and 



Through the crevices, and hinges, and the floor. 

Let Him in ! for He will sojourn with the lowest and 
the least. 
And forget that thou didst keep him waiting in the 
dews and damp. 
And for guerdon in the valley He will light thee with 
his lamp. 
To the happy Shore Eternal, and the Marriage Feast. 

Brasenose College. 
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DAYLIGHT. TWnJGHT. MOONLIGHT. 

T OV'ST thou the daylight ? love it still— 

-^ When breaks the dawn o'er wood and hill, 

When flushes from the coming day 

Edge the dark clouds and gild the spray- - 

And lake and lawn and shady grove 

Are mantling into light and love : 

When on the mountain heights unfurl'd, 

Light's foremost banner wakes the world. 

then what thousand voices rise 

In welcome to the op'ning skies — 

The babbling brooks the smiling flowers — 

The silv'ry tongues that speak the hours — 

The gentle prayer for brother's good, 

The shouts of men that wake to blood. 

Fair on the hills the forests stand, 

The harvest laughs along the land : 

Along the meadows' green expanse 

The boys and girls come out to dance. 

And waken'd by a sudden start, 

That throws the blood to nature's heart, 

And paints the blushes on her cheek, 

In many a soft and lovely streak ; 

Life rises from his couch of rest, 

To throb within the goddess' breast. 
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Lov'st thou the twilight ? love it still — 
Its motions own a holier thrill, 
Like woman's strength to man's 'twould die^ 
In the fierce sunbeams withering eye — 
But tenderer far and deeper prove 
Its joys, as man's to woman's love. 
Day for the toil — and night to calm 
The wearied mind — the worn out arm. 
Day for the fight ; and night's pale shade 
To nerve the hand, and steel the blade — 
Night to compose what day hath wrought — 
But twilight is the time for thought. 

Lov'st thou the moonlight, — ^keep that love — 
'Tis nature's torch — 'twas fir'd above — 
Earth has no blaze to match the power, 
Th' ecstatic spell of moonlight's hour. 
God hath ordained that light to be, 
A curtain 'twixt thy soul and thee : 
Seen by that dim and truthful beam, 
Heav'n is the substance — Earth the dream. 
Day boasts his songsters fair and bright, 
But angels lead the choir of night. 

Australia. G. 0. "W 

Oxon, 
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From the Provencal. 

TNSIDE an orchard near white flakes of thorn 
-*- The lady lingers with her love, forlorn, 
For hark ! the watchman hails the blessed dawn. 
*' Ah God, ah Grod, that day should come so soon." 

" So soon - so soon — ah Mary ! why should night 
^' Have fled so fast to tear thee from my sight ? 
" Small joy betide the watchman's cruel spite. 
" Ah God, ah God, that day should come so soon. 

** One moment, dear Sir knight, ah welaway, 
'* Here in the garden where the sweet birds play, 
" Until the watch has said his roimdelay. 
" Ah G^d, ah God, that day should come so soon. 

" Come, love, awhile, thine arm about me clinging, 
" Down to yon meadow where the thrush is singing, 
"*' No jealousy nor fretful memory bringing — 
" Ah God, ah God, that day should come so soon. 

o o o 

^' I bless that breeze that reaches me from where 
" My love now goes so kind, so debonair, 
" For in its breathing still his breath I share. 
" Ah God, ah God, that day should come so soon." 

C. P, 
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SWEET scenes of early summers. 
Before mine eyes unfold. 
Come voices strangely blended 

From out the years of old. 
Once more with hands enwoven, 

We stand beside the sea, 
Beside the moonlit waters 

And dream of days to be. 
Once more in fresh May morning, 
We roam the woodland bowers. 
And haar the wild birds wai-ble, 

And cull the dew-kissed flowers. 
Or in the chase oak-guarded 

Beneath those watchers stern. 
We rest on softest pillow 

Amid the moss and fern. 
And o'er us sports the squirrrel, 
And round us browse the deer. 
As softly fall our whispers, 

Though none are by to hear. 
Oh whispers low and loving. 

Oh soft and tender vow ! 
Oh voices of the olden days. 
How sad your echo now ! 



Trin. Coll., Oxon. 
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THE LASHER AT IFFLEY. 

Air 

" THREE FISHERS WENT SAILING/' 



EIGHT coveys went out in their College Boat, 
And they feathered their oars as the water they 
cut, 
Each thought of the Races, and what they would do, 
And Harvey stood watching them out of the gut. 

For men must row, and coxswains must steer, 
And carefully too, as the Races draw near. 
While the lasher at Iffley is moaning. 

These eight coveys went into training one day, 

And they trimmed their boat, though at first it felt 

queer, 
Their pipes and their baccy were soon put away. 
And they stuck to their steaks, and their chops, and 

their beer ; 

For men must train and coxswains must steer. 
And if they dont train they'll get bumped I fear, 
While the lasher at Iffiey is moaning. 
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The Lasher at Ifflkt. 

The Races came on, and the guns went off, 
The crew now are spurting — the boat does jump. 
Their friends too are shouting, and waving their hats. 
For those who will never submit to a bump. 

For men must spurt, and never say die, 

And when their strength fails, on their pluck 

must rely, 
While the lasher at Iffley is moaning. 

The Baoes are past, and the bumps are made, 
The crow have been cheered, and the supper is won. 
The pipes and the baccy are quickly renewed, 
" The Eight " is desert.ed — ^the puntings begun. 

For men must rest, and Races must cease, 
But Isis' fair stream can ne'er be at peace 
While the lasher at Iffley keeps moaning. 

H. F. B. 
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ANDROMEDA. 

QHE stood, the centre of a sorrowing crowd, 
^ Like a fair marble statue, which the light 
Glancing athwart the lengthened colonade, 
Had touched and wakened with a life-like gleam 
Almost too bright for mortal lineaments. 
At last she spoke ; feebly at first and 6low, 
The bitter words came dropping one by one ; 
Then with a free untutored eloquence, 
Gleaning unearthly strength from her despair. 
Rang out the liquid music of her voice — 
*' And must it then be thus ? is this the end 
" Of all my youthful raptures ? this the end 
" Of pleasant rambles by the pebbly shore, 
" Of moonlight musings by the rushy spring, 
" And all the gladness of the summer earth ? 
** Yet wherefore should I mourn ? is it not just, 
" Is it not noble, that the noblest thing 
'* Should save my country ? — ^mine alas 1 no more, 
" Then weep not for thy daughter, think of her 
" As one who after some long summer's day, 
" Wearied with happiness, lies down to rest — 
" To a most undisturbed and dreamless rest, 
" And dwells upon the pleasant earth no more." 
1857. 
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OH ! for summer's idle pleasm-es, 
Oh ! how sweet to lie 
IHming melancholy measures 

As the hours roll by ; 
Where the silver streamlet gushes, 
Fringed around with whispering rushes. 
Where the shadow of the bushes 
Glimmers restlessly. 

Or beside some mountain hoary 

Oh I how sweet to stray, 
Watching the departing glory 

Of the summer day ; 
When the sun has sunk to rest 
In the chambers of the west, 
Tinging every purple crest 

With its fading ray. 

Deem not thou such moments wasted, 

Tho' so fast they fly, 
And the pleasures we have tasted 

Leave no sign and die ; 
Give to solitude its meed, 
High resolve and noble deed 
Blossom from the thoughtful seed, 

Sown when none were by. 

At Nuneham, 1851. 
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THE PIETA OF SPAGNOLETTO, (EIBEEA,> 



IN BRASKNOSB COLLEGFB CHAPEL. 



THE light of adoration in Ler eyes 
Watches Him dead or sleeping, ah the wounds 
Are ghastly, and too deep for life ; but she 
Ponders strange things, and hard to reconcile — 
Her son — ^her God, — and is it all a dream ? 
So gazing on His spiritual face 
The sense of loss becomes the sense of pain 
Unutterable, and that oracular sword 
Pierces the mother's bleeding, agoniz'd heart, 
But on her sweet face worship lingereth. 

C. C. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



ASPHLVnONS. 

LET us not stagnate — ^let our quicken'cl blood 
Bove thro' its channels like a troubled sea 
Lashed by strong whirlwinds — ^"Till the golden flood 
Of calm eternity 

Absorbs all changes, let us ever change. 
And let the immortal thro' the mortal shine, 
Let us from what is human onward range 
To that which is divine. 

So when the stars, set bright in heaven'« high blue 
Look down, what time the shuddering cypress nods. 
Frosted by night*s sharp kisses, ihey may view 
A race of demigods. 

For when I look upoQ thi3 age's sppils^ 
The pride of arms, the march of intellect, 
I care not by these everlasting toils 
If life itself be checked. 

That so the spirit may mount high above 
The upward strainings of our mortal clay, 
All earthly knowledge, by celestial love 
Being purged and done away. 

O.K. 
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i RUIN, a rushing river, 
^^^ A gleam of sea and sand, 

A belt of autumn land, 
With its trees in a bracing shiver. 

n. 

A lonely heron is screaming, 

A partridge calls from the lea, 

And a low voice calls to me. 
From the land of love and dreaming. 

m. 

Where my dream-love's cheek is blushing 
As, loving and loved, we rove. 
While our hearts speak low of love, 

'Mid a rosy sunset flushing. 

IV. 

A sound of wheels ends my roving. 

As two bright bays, with bold proud pace, 
Bring the golden hair, and sweet bright ftice 

Of that land of living and loving. 
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A heart-shine smile is streaming ; 
Her blue eyes gladly glance — 
The bays flash by with a hau^ty prance — • 

Good-bye ! to loving and dreaming. 

VI. 

A ruin, a rushing river, 
A gloom on sea and sand, 
A heart as dreaV as the autumn -land^ 

While its pulses throb and shiver \ 

Worcester College, E. P. 
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T^HE DKEAM-LAND GAKDEN. 



T KNOW a dream-land garden, 
-^ Where roses breathe and blow, 
Where the wild birds brood, and the tame hares run 
On its lawn when the sun is low. 

II. 

When the di-eam-eyed doves have dropt to rest 

In the elm's arms, broad and deep, 
Though at times in sleep a coo sighs low 

Of a love that cannot sleep. 

in. 

That garden is always pleasant, 

And cool as a fairy's hand. 
Laughs and lingers a wonderful breeze, that blow* 

From some fresh and far elf-land. 

IV. 

But most have I found it pleasant 

In the fragrant morning-time, 
When the flowers had a freshness. 

That breathed of earth's primal time- 
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V. 

When on bird and bough and dragon-fly 

Was the happy sunshine streaming, 
On the golden bee, with a low sweet hum. 

Bound the rhododendrons dreaming. 

VI. 

When it fell on five little maidens. 

With a glance of glad surprise, 
Fell on their hair and fairy feet. 

And fell in love with their eyes I 

vn. 

Those eyes where I've watched sweet twilight thoughts 

Shine brighter, one by one, 
Like the innocent stars, that never have seen 

The glare of the noon-day sun. 

vm. 

And I've thou^t of another garden, 

Where a flower has never died. 
Or a shrill wind ever shuddered. 

Or a broken spirit cried. 

IX. 
And a world-worn sadness has filled my soul. 

For the sins that must be forgiven, 
*Ere I wander again with them, hand in hand, 

In that innocent Garden of Heaven I 
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X. 

But whenever (and ah, how often I) 

I shall sigh for a thought of rest, 
I will wander back, with Memory, 

To those mornings, bright and blest : — 

XI. 

And those little maids ! those little maids I 

They will waver around me there, 
In that dream-land Garden of Long Ago, 

With the breeze in their blowing hair ! 

Worcester College. E. P. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



CARTAPHILUS. 

(The Wandering Jew.) 

TS there rest ? O weary, weary, is my soul of endless 
life, 

Come sweet Death and take me for I follow after 

* thee, 

Day and night the burden of my awful mystery 
Weigheth down on heart and eyes worn out with strife. 

Lo the ages pass, thrice happy underneath the quiet sod 
Sleep the generations, but I wake to sleepless pain. 
And the vision haunts me of the cross on land or 
main. 

Writ in blood on memory — the book of Grod. 

I am deathless ! from the summit of an Alp myself I 
flung, 
And an angel caught me by the robe and held me up, 
Vainly plunged I in th' Atlantic, surely I must drink 
the cup 
Of His wrath, and I who mocked, be mocked by old and 
young. 

Yet J journey sometimes thinking that His face was 
pitiful 
Then it seems I dreamt the terror, 'twas my guilt that 

made me wander 
Death that loathes me, will not take me to the many 
mansions yonder, 
Come great King, to me who loves thee merciful. 
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AN IDYLL. 

THIS afternoon I watclied'tlie shadows fall^ 
And heard the weary bells call from the mist 
Like damned ghosts, each to other, *' lost I lost I lost T 
And o'er the pestilent marsh-meadows, (where 
Malaria crouched and cursed the passer-by) 
I watched the fogs brood o'er dead golden leaves 
As misers, white with fear, brood o'er their gold — 
I saw and loathed, and, loathing, beat back thought^ 
That plunged about a precipice of woe, 
To broad green plains, and happy holy ways 
Of those grand simple patriarchal times. 



An evening sky, a fever-balm of dew. 

Ten grateftd camels round a welcome well, 

The calm scene hallowed by a good man's prayer : 

And e'er his prayer had, bird-like, cleft the blue^ 

The fair ideal of all maiden grace 

Stole like a dream, yet real and no dream — 

The polished round of her perfected arm 

Scarce touched yet held secure the thirsty jar — 

Then, from half doubt, her wondrous eastern eyes 
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Grew eloquent in trust as, bending low. 

She slaked the hot red pitcher's eager lips 

Within the clear cool water-depths, whereon 

The graceful arc of either maiden breast 

Arose and fell like lilies on the wave. 

Then rose the faithful man, and his huge beard 

Stirr'd with heart-laughter, as a budding hope 

Blossomed to one great happiness that this 

Maiden so fair, so very fair, might be 

The maid of all the world to one lone heart - 

Then eager ran and '* pray thee let me drink !" 

And she, from her majestic old-world height, 

Let down the pitcher on her cool soft hand, 

And " drink my lord !" she said with kind glad smile. 

So patient, waiting till his great thirst ceased : 

Then full of service ran, and yet again, 

Filling the trough — and, thanked by twenty eyes, 

Smoothed the rough camels' sides, breathing pet names 

And all in wonder took the love-sent gifts, 

Telling her father's house, and led the way 

In sweet perplexity of mazy thought. 

Then came her brother ; to her father's house, 

With words of wonder and a heart-invite, 

Drew in the faithful man, where on the board 

Smiled the broad open-handed "welcome friend 1" 

Of ancient hospitality, now dead. 

But he the faithful man nor eat, nor drank, 
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An Idyll. IVJ 

Until was told his tale in earnest words : 
And when he ceased, her kindred in all faith. 
Nor answered good or bad, but gave the maid, 
Mute as a statue, with her wonder still. 
And mute they decked the virgin, tremulous, 
With purest gems, as loving hands unseen 
In silence deck with stars the trembling eve. 
But when again they bordered on the tale, 
More real grown — the maiden past away 
In silence to her splitude, and there 
Put off the gems, and, once again, a child 
She seemed to wander in the innocent ways 
That she must leave for ever — and again 
Her thoughts, as swift as swallows, wheeled around 
And left the past to glance on days to come ; 
There in those sunny meadows lost their way. 
And wandered into dreamland — Silence fell : 
Her guardian angel, as a star from heaven, 
Dropt swift and radiant, and by her bed, 
Watched the soft breathings of the guileless girl. 
But with the morning rose the faithful man, 
Urging his quick departure " Send me home !" 
And they — ^how could they bid their sunshine go ? 
They missed already, in foreshadowed thought, 
Her quick light footfall, and her happy voice 
That broke the hot monotony of noon ; 
They missed her in a thousand little things. 
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And winning kindly ways scarce felt 'till now — 
Then sad at heart they caU^ the maid and she 
Answered their anxious question, calm and clear ; 
Three words of trust and loving " I will go !" 
While yet the breeze of moon blew cool and firesh^ 
The maiden's yearning eyes regretful grew 
With misty tears that hid the last of home. 
Then the great purpose of her life rose up 
And girlhood from her heart for ever past, 
Leaving true woman with her holy thoughts 
And in those thoughts the happy past was merged. 
And all the future moved in light and shade. 
She mused, " and can I comfort his sad heart. 
Chasing the joyless thoughts that ever dwell 
On his dead mother and the days that were ?" 
And in the kindly thought, her pity flowed 
In easy channels to a perfect love. 
Much need too of her comfort had that man. 
Mournful and musing, in the field at eve ; 
The faultless evening seemed to him unblest ; 
The world unloving, being all unloved : 
And from the depths of his grieved manly heart 
A prayer for love rose groaning unto Heaven — 
He, praying, raised his troubled eyes, and lo ! 
Unseen as yet, before him stood the maid 
Veiled, while her wondrous eyes upon him shone 
In silent love that had no need of speech — 
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And as a basliful bird who knows her nest, 
And fluttering longs for rest and love, but still 
Wavers in half-resolve of trust and doubt. 
Since eyes albeit of kindly interest, watch ; 
So fluttered her fidl heart, where love for rest 
Was pleading low with yielding maidenhood, 
Nor pleaded long, but, with a low fond cry, 
Dropt in the yearning void of his large heart, 
And he was comforted— -well might he be I 



Worcester College. R. P- 
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HORACE, BOOK L ODE XXHL 
To Chloe. 

rilHOU fliest me, Chloe, with steps like the &wn 
-*- That seeks for its mother in pain ; 
O'er the wild mountain path, or the smooth grassy 
lawn, 

And the winds and woods startle again 
With a vain, foolish fear ; for when soft the breeze 
sighs 

Through the green leaves that bow to its kiss. 
Or the bright lizard moves 'neath the shrub where it 
lies, 

Its heart pictures something amiss 
But not, like the tiger, to work thee alarms, 

Or the lion that roams for its prey, 
Do I seek thee, my sweet one, mature in thy charms, 

Come with me from thy mother away. 

Worcester College. I. L. S. H. 
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MONTMOEENCY FALLS. 



EVERLASTING avalanche of foam, 
What mean you ? hurrying onward like the blast, 
That hurls his wintry wrath around thy home, 
Thro' firs that frown like guardians of the past. 
The bright waves on thy brow race fierce and fast. 
Charmed by the voice of plunging surge below. 
That lures them toward their whit^ and ghastly grave 
Of torture — their eternity of woe — 
So the three frenzied sisters loved to rave 
At sunset, on the far Sicilian shore. 
Till the Greek seaman soug:ht melodious death, 
Maddened with wild strains yearning evermore : 
O, let me gaze on thee, and drink thy breath. 
Thou glorious phantom crowned with ruin hoar. 

C. K. 
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SMILE over all the land. 
Sweet summer, with thy beauties manifold, 
O'er the majestic fields of waving gold 
Far onward to the strand. 

Where darklier-gleaming waves are shorewards rolled. 
Smile with thy brightest joy 
On that exulting boy, 

Bounding so eager down from yonder slopes, 
The mountains and the vale are left behind, 
He leaves the woods to murmur to the wind : 
Before him lies the aim of all his hopes : 

The long-implored fruition 

Of childhood's earnest vision : 

The first awakening to reality 

Of what was as a dream — 

There, there before him gleam 
The mighty waters 1 on his ear 
The grand inviting voice that calls him near I 

The sea I the sea I 
The great unutterable glorious sea I 
Great father ! take thy child, 
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And on the bosom of thy surges wild 

Nurse that young heart for truth, and strength, and fcune i 

For truth — that in the battle shock, 

Amid the "whirlwind, on the rook, 

And through the tempest flame, 

In trials, perils, pains of life. 

In the peace, and in the strife. 
The one clear duty star in view. 
To his own soul the Seam«ai may be true. 

For strength — ^that he may stand 

With dangers ranged behind, before^ 

With foes on either hand, 

Amid the thundering roar. 

Amid the deadlier calm. 

With English heart and English will. 

Unerring foresight, nerve, and skill. 
For fame — ^that he may nobly rise 
And ever raise pure hand to grasp the palm. 
And draw the whole world's eyes 
Upon the visioned memory of a form 
That ne'er will quail or fail in storm ; 

To lead the way 

Through weary hopeless night and day. 
Never to falter till his work is done, 
Then sink in glory like a setting sun. 
Now take him for thine own, sea, 
He rushes to thine arms impetuously — 
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His eyes are dim with tears : 
Is it that strong o'erpowering joy 
Pours floods of feeling o'er the boy ? 
Or are they omen of the coming years^ 
As on his view the visioned crises loom 
With peril, suffering, victory, and doom ? 

It is not so^ — 
His eyes are dim with rapturous delight 
That hails a path-way opened unto glory, 
And the majestic flow 
Of the long rollers crashing down in might 
Thunder aloud the story 
How a great captain's hand is laying low 
On that same ocean's breast his country's foe. 
*' I may be such as He 1 
" For me a people's heart may glow, 
'* For me the clarions of the world may blow, 

" For me the loud eternal sea 
" May thunder memories of undying fame 
" And blend my country's honour with my name, 

" Bom down ihe years of Time 
" 'Mid loyal faith and valorous truth sublime. 

" Ah ! me — the waves that roll, 
" That break before me on the shore, 

" Seem speaking to my soul, 

" I cannot tell for joy or dole, 
" In that oracular deep roar. 
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** Upon my face the seawinds play 
** With a sterner colder breath, 

" From yon summits melts the day, 
" Gliding slowly unto death. 
" What is this that hath enwound me ? 
'* What those far-off voices round me ? 
" Murmurs hoarse that on mine ear 
" Bring a sense of secret fear ? 
" How the sound9 discordant roll 
" Like ice-bergs crashing at the pole ! 

" my loved and imtried ocean ! 

" Throw thy calm on this emotion — 

" Stay this seeming 
" Of a dread unseen, unknown ; 
" Break this open-eyed wild dreaming^ 

" Let me hear thy voice alone. 

" Let me hear thee calling to me 

" With no weird uncertain tone : 
" As a father calls his son, 

" Son, behold thy path before thee 

" Noble life and use and glory, 
" To be striven for and won I" 

n. 

He is a boy no more — 
Fixing his eager visionary eyes 
Where the far waters mingle with the skies 



Digitized by VaOOQlC 



128 Franklin. 

He stands no longer on the shore ; 
His dreams have melted in realities, 
And he has heard a louder deeper roar 
Than that which seemed on that first day so grand 
To the boy wanderer on the strand. 
The noise of onset and the crash of storms 
With voices of all ministering fears 
Have been accustomed music in his ears 
And Pain and Death in all their forms 
In calm, in tempest and in fight 
Have met and revelled in his sight. 
And Copenhagen saw him on the day 
When the Briton met the Dane, 
Among the victors in the fray, 
When the Norsemen strove in vain 
'Gainst Sea-kings of a greater reign : 
And coast and reef and haven of that land 
The far Australian continent that lies 
With converse seasons under other skies 
Hailed him with gallant Mulders and his band 
Their first discoverers on that southern strand. 

The great South Seas 
Swept with soft airs and smiling golden smiles, 
Bore him aroimd Elysian isles 
Tlie newfound Cassiterides, 
Where stand the stately groves of p^lm 
Like guai'dians of eternal calm. 
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And China's waters bore him on their breast : 
And on a later fatal day. 
O'er the Atlantic waters far away, 
He saw his land infatuate and blind, 
He saw the struggle with the strong young West 
And the bonds loosed that none again might bind. 



m. 



It is an April mom 
Swift down the stream to the distant Nore, 

Two gallant ships are borne. 
The seamen's hearts are blythe and free 
Though they steer their course to an ice-bound sea^ 

And an ever-frozen shore. 
They come of a land that is Queen of the waves, 
For old ocean loves the land he laves. 

And has borne them in fight 

With conquering might 
And his depths are their foemen's heaving graves. 
They think not of peril, they think not of death, 
All warning and fears are but idle breath : 
Could they rule in the sunshine and not in the snows, 
Could the icebergs wage a successful war. 
With those who had conquered a world of foes 

At Nile and at Trafalgar ? 
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They think not of peril — they look to the goal 
It is there ! It is there, where the bright waves roll 
Where the blue skies smile on the gentle seas 
And the breeze blows faint from the citron trees I 
Speed to it, speed, past the Northern Pole I 
" Skoal ! to the Northland, skoal !" 

IV. 

Six weary months have passed away 

Since the two ships sailed on the April day : 

It is a dun October mom — 
And English watchers again may see 
The two ships slowly homeward borne 
Shattered as though they were aged, and worn, 

Back from the dread North Sea I 
And the seamen come forth and have told the tale 
That the listeners heard with bated breath 
A tale of horror and scenes of death 
That might make the strongest quail. 



Again and again, and again 
Ships go north o'er the watery plain, 
And He is there with- every one : — 
Each time they hope that the work will be done. 
Each time they think that the goal will be won. 

And every time in vain I 
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But they strive like men who have hearts of steel. 
Undaunted by peril, unconquered by pain, 
Whose souls stand firm while their strong ships reel. 
Though they foil in design, though they falter in skill. 
Of invincible purpose and valour and will. 

VI. 

Once more— a Isist once more, 
The Arctic hero leaves the English shore 
And months and years — ^long dreary years — ^have past. 

Ah ! is it then the last ! 
Is the fight fought, the weary contest o'er ? 
There is deep sorrow over all his land 
And wild and bitter grief in one low heart. 
And toward the regions of the lost, depart 
With blessings from their country, stedfast men 

With patient eager ken 
To seek and find and save the long-lost band. 
The seekers brave the wintry shocks. 
Thy scale the snow-enshrouded rocks, 
They pierce through channel, gulf and soimd, 
But the sought are still unfound : 
They traverse valley, plain and hill 
But the lost are absent still. 
Then she who long had waited for the day 
To crown her hopes or seal for aye her fears 
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Said wearily " The summers glide away 
" And the heart sickens with the crowded years : 
" The fount of bitter tears is never dry 
" Oh ! for one last great efiPbrt ere I die I" 
And so she prayed God speed on them that went, 
And God did speed them on the perilous track, 
She thought their labours and her all well spent 
For those memorials that they brought her back : 
And for that comfort very true and deep, 
That ere the evil days had come too nigh 
That ere the chief could see his comrades die, 
Gi)d had shed down on her beloved sleep 1 
So let him sleep — the winters year by ye«ff 
Blending their deep snows with the frozen waves 
Shall pile his mausoleum tier by tier ; 
Though cypress weeps not over marble grave 
Men say : * Behold the tomb of Franklin stands 
In the great Arctic fane not made with hands I 

vn. 

True to the course he lived the seaman died I 
When the great purpose of his life was done, 
The goal of long and bitter strivings won. 

Within the bosom of the frozen tide 
Which he was first of all the world to brave 
He was well satisfied to choose his grave. 
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There as he lay 
Beneath the splendour of that northern sky 
The dying chieftain that should never die, 

Did his thoughts wander far away 
To lands whose summers throw a softer ray 
And smiling softly did his spirit see 

The sunny streamlet of his infancy 
Still broadening deepening onward as it ran 
Up to the grand and solemn ocean — man ! 
Beside those early waters flowerets grew, 
Did he watch them bloom anew 
And fade or flourish as their lot had been ? 

Then sweetly like a spell serene 
Did not there fall like incense from above 
Saddest and sweetest on his spirits eyne 

The holy memories of a love 
That distance made more tender and divine 
Moving the current of his veins like wine ? 

Then earth grew far and dim, 
The starry-gated portals seemed more near, 
The glimpses of the better land more clear ; 

And as to him 
Whose soul began to breathe diviner air 

Faltered his mortal breath : 
The lights and shadows of all earthly things 
Died in the radiance of that angels' wings 

Whom men call Death. 
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One moment of stem strife — 
The angelic hands have cut the bonds of life, 
A sigh — 'tis o'er I the life-long cloud is riven, 
The chieftain's soul has won the heights of heaven I 



Pembroke College. S. J. S« 
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FILL high the bowl with geueroiis wine 
That Bacchus gives men's hearts to cheer, 
The lovely, youthful god divine 

Whom frenzied Msenades revere ; 
Its hue no ruby ere can vie, 
Pass round the bowl, and drain it dry. 

Fill high the bowl : add spices sweet 
Across th' Arabian desert brought. 

On backs of patient camels fleet, 
To lade the ships that line the port ; 

And lest the fine aroma fly, 

Pass round the bowl, and drain it dry. 

Fill high the bowl ; squeeze lemon juice, 

Let slices float upon its brim. 
An acid fragrance to difiPuse, 

Like wheels enclasped by golden rim, 
One draught will banish every sigh ; 
Pass round the bowl, and drain it dry. 

Fill high the bowl : a jovial crew 
We meet to join the festive ring ; 

And potent is the drink we brew. 
And merry are the songs we sing ; 

That we can drink none shall deny. 

Pass round the bowl, and drain it dry* 
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Fill high the bowl, and mix it strong ; 

Let each in turn drink bout and bout, 
Let each in turn troll forth a song, 

And all en masse the chorus shout ; 
That we can sing none shall deny ; 
Pass round the bowl, and drain it dry. 

Fill high the bowl ; a dose we'll mix, 
For those who will not drink or sing, 

To cure these unoonvivial tricks, 
Of salt — and water from the spring ; 

A second none will care to .1^ ; 

Pass round the bowl, and drain it dry. 

rin. Cantab. N. B. 
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WHAT LOCKSLEY HALL SAID BEFOKE HE 

PASSED HIS OXFOKD KESPONSIONS, 

(vulgd SMALLS.) 

OH the misery of " Smalls ! the cark the turmoil and 
the grind, 
Oh the cruel, cruel fetters which are wreathing round 
my mind ! 

There is grammar, there is Euclid, and far worse than all 

of these, 
Arithmetical refinemeats, with their stocks and rules of 

thiees. 

With their discount and their practice and their very 

vulgar fractions 
Smashing up the one ideal into many paltry factions. 

Square root makes the head to ache, the decimals the 

tear to start. 
For they're ever circulating round the fibres of my 

heart — 

Learning grammar is like putting water in a leaky pot, 
And its memory is only like the days remembered not; 
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Verbs in " MI" 6ure aggravating, JEkclid makes the foot 

to stamp, 
Only lucid when enlightened by a moderator lamp, 

The old spider and his cobwebs ! Would that I could 

sweep them out 
From the dust and must of ages with a triumph and a 

shout ; 

Shall I spurn him with my foot, or shall I scorn him 

with mine eye ? 
Shall I tear him into pieces ? Southey burnt him — so 

wHlL 



B. N. C. C. C. 

(Published in Punch, 1857.) 
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FORSAKEN. 

rpHROUGH rich broad hay-lands rolls a slumberous 
-*- river 

Waveless and placid, lingering 'mid the meads. 
Where at the wooing of the south winds quiver 

Iris and lily, hoar willows and green reeds, 
Where browse the grass new-bom of summer showars, 

Deep-uddered kine, and sheep long-wooled and slow ; 
And roses there 'mid woodbine tangles blow. 

And all the garlands fair of summer flowers. 

II. 
There 'mid broad-breasted stacks of new-mown hay, 

And golden pilings of last autumn's corn, 
Girt with old elms that teem with roundelay 

Of midnight nightingale, and thrush at morn, 
Uppeers an ancient dwelling, mantled o'er 

From base to roof with ivy's darksome green. 
Red rose and woodbine, turning in between. 

And one white jasmine porter at the door. 

m. 

From out deep shewiowed frames the casements small 

Gleam splendour-lit, bright burning with the beams 
From westering sun aslant light clouds, that fall 

Bathing the heavens in gorgeous glory-gleams ; 
And in the ruddy sunset flush, a face 

Glows lustrous forth, albeit clouded on 
With woesome look, and sorrow-dim'd and wan. 

Most rare in beanty and full -fraught with grace. 
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IV. 

Of deepest brown Ler tresses and her eyes, 

— ^Her great wild eyes that seem to gaze on space. 
And opening ever in an half surprise 

Some form nnseen through fancy's world to trace. 
But like the dew on meadow grass at mom, 

When the first smoke above the homestead curls. 
Hang on the long dark lashes lustrous pearls, 

From their deep bed by woes' rough hand uptom. 

V. 

Fair cheeks grown pale with weeping, and sweet lips 

Ked-ripe for kisses, breathing, weary sight. 
Not soft low murmurous music such as slips 

From out a maidens' heart in love replies, 
But sighs of sadness bom and pain most weary, 

Death gasps of sickened slowly dying hopes. 
Moans of a spirit that in darkness gropes, 

To whom all noon is night, all summer dreary. 

VI. 

And downward droops 'neath that incumbent woe 

Her slender form, that moulded exquisite 
Still amid grief doth peerless beauty show 

Robed in its homely garb of chequered white. 
White, in the ruddy closing of the day 

She seem as on her press those thoughts of pain. 
Some fair sweet lily, that the thunder rain 

Has earthward dashed, and stolen its bloom away. 
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vn. 

Now o'er the greensward treads she slow and sadly, 

With inatentive foot, as in a dream 
Nor heeds the cuckoo's note, nor marks how gladly 

The upland kine home driven seek the stream : 
Not hers are tranquil thoughts, and peaceful rest. 

And sweet fresh pleasures gathered from titie fields^ 
Bitter the fruit a blighted passion yields. 

Dumb restless anguish gnawing at the breast ! 

vin. 

Ah me ! The days when in the sun's red setting 

No other face gleamed blither or more glad, 
"When each light care that vext the day forgetting 

Most gleesome welcome to sweet eve she bade : 
And oh the joy ! what time she learnt of love. 

Those long wild rambles in the evening's gray. 
By the slow stream, or where the squirrels play 

High up amid the branches of the grove. 

IX. 

Those days — ^Forget them ; It were better so 

The present has scant needing of the past 
To mock its cold bleak misery, and show 

How three short moons could every pleasure blasts 
Why tell again that old and tearful tale 

Of maiden's trust, and man's craft-breathed vow 
Of love, desertion, and of burning brow 

Suffused with shame, nor girt with bridrl veil ? 
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X. 

Forget them — Ah ere yet we sleep our sleep, 

What subtle drug makes babbling memory dumb ? 
In Lethes wave what charm our souls may steep, 

Howe'er may we stone Niobes become ? 
Has she forgot, and heedless plucks she then 

Yon spray thickset with opening heads of blue 
Beside the margin of the mead that grew 

The dearest flower that floats on sluggish Nenne ? 

XI. 

Forget-me-not I And can ^Enone live 

Unmindful of false Paris fled away, 
And is there aught can more of pleasure give 

Than fond recallings of an happier day ? 
How sweet to live again ; to turn the eye 

From the dark issue to the bright beginning. 
Sweetest the spring-tide, and the wild birds singing 

When cold and drear the winter woodlands lie. 

XII. 

Green lane, and river-marge, and wild wood bower, 

There is not one but boasts a tireless tongue. 
Telling of wanderings in that blissful hour, 

When blind with love to his strong arm she clung, 
So true he seemed — But oh 1 Fled far away 

He holds his spring-tide love of little worth. 
Nor cares sad sighs and bitter tears break forth 

From her he hailed his own in other day. 
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XIII. 
Yet fire shall wed with water ere shall perish 

Her loyal love, than cruelty more strong, 
The bleeding heart so foully smit doth cherish 

Each look, each word of him that wrought its wrong,. 
Though one by one the golden visions melt, 

Yet closer ever deathless love doth cling, 
A mother bird, after the pilfering. 

Haunting the nest where once her treasure dwelt. 

XIV. 

Love on ! but ere the violet fling again 

Firstfruits of fragrance on the breath of spring. 
Poor heart thy love is ended and thy pain, 

And calm and peaceful thou art slumbering 
And daisy blossoms peeping from the sod 

Steal up 'mid grasses green, and three-cleft clover 
Circled with willow wands, and rounded over 

Mother and babe, whose spirits rest in God. 



Trinity College. J. L. B. 
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THE BUKNING OF WICKLIFFE'S BONES. 

fpHE craven-hearted traitors 

-■- Have vexed the dead man's grave. 

Who many a long, long year hath slept, 

Mourned by the good and brave ; 
What Time and Death and worm had spared 

Their Council bids destroy. 
And they upon the prophet's bones 
Wreak their unholy joy. 

Yet might they weep, for God shall turn 

Their laughter into tears, 
What though his arm delayeth long, 

His servant's cry he hears ; 
From out that awful altar 

The Martyr's ceaseless song 
Wafts its deep moan to God's high throne, 

" How long, oh Lord, how long?" 

They have flung his scorched ashes 

In the Swift that babbling goes, 
She, flooded o'er with anger. 

Forth on her mission flows ; 
Till with a smile of triumph. 

Eight faithfal to her trust, 
She gave to Father Avon 

The great Confessor's dust. 
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The Avon to the Severn, 

And Severn to the sea, 
And sea to the mid-ocean. 

Bore it full willingly. 
And ocean wide shall spread it 

Through the nations all abroad, 
Till the whole earth is full 

Of the glory of the Lord. 



B. N. C. C. C. 
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OH not around grey winter hours 
The dreariest sense of sadness broods, 
Though death engloomed our garden bowers, 

And bare and voiceless all the woods : 
The snow-shroud strewn o'er moor and mead, 
We feel the year is dead indeed, 
Nor with slow foot, moist eye, and bended head 
Go vainly mourning o'er his glory iled. 
But spring- ward turn our gaze and read 
The budding beauty of the buried seed ; 
And in fair fancy's ken once more 

The mist of green veils o'er the tree, 
And o'er the gorse-clad golden moor 

The odorous breezes wanton free ; 
And rich toned music echoing to the shore. 

Greets the glad swedlow fled from o'er the sea. 



But when in Autumn's hectic glow 

With stem relentless hand, dark Death, 

Lays one by one each beauty low. 

And shrouds them with his noisome breath ; 
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When hour by hour we mark decay 
Each budding bloom, each tender spray ; 
When wrathful winds sweep o'er the wold, 
And earthward dash the trees red gold, 
And snap the root, and bend the bough, 
And bare the forest's spring-wreathed brow : 
Then how doth gloom our heart enfold, 
And cheerless vapours, dark and cold : 
How should not mourning smite our breast, 
While in the murky glowering west, 
Sinks the faint sun deep crimson dyed 
Wounded to death and slaughter-stained, 
While bud and blossom flaccid moulder, drained 
Of hopeful promise, and full beauty's pride ? 
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I 

AND must you leave us then, Student-Prince, 
(Take care at Senior-Wranglers not to wince,) 
Must you to Thebes your royal steps direct ? 
A bore — ^but she commands whom God protect, 
And 'tis a jolly place, and free from care, 
Where Rexley's novels have won Clio's chair. 
We'll not forget you ; to our sons we'll tell^ 
How long you lived amongst us, and how well ; 
wheresoe'er you go, deny who can, 
You are a " thorough-bred Athenian ;" 
Athens your first love must have all your heart ; 
Nor will to Thebes resign the smallest part ; 
Ah ! when you walk the palace terraces. 
Your thoughts will wander to where Isis is 
And catch again the pulse of racing oars, 
And hear the shouting crowd upon the shores, 
At Cricket or at Eackets play the ball, 
And list to your * own Eifles' bugle-call. 
Again be " Spirized," hear our mild debate, 
And wish once more to cut the cares of state. 
May you live long ! and win some royal helle, 
Britannica Balsena fare-thee-well. 
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TI/TASTEE-KOMANCEE in the glorious springs 

"^'-*- By chrystal lymph I woo'd Undine's song, 

I heard Undine's silver laughter ring, 

Blent with the murmurs of the Naiad throng : 

The wave of Time is rippling still along 

The boimdless ocean of Eternity, 

But thou hast bid our hearts beat high and strong ; 

Who with a front serene and radiant eye, 

Hast burst and trampled down the chains of destiny^ 

Sere are the leaves on Winter's** angry brow, 
But with the greenest laurel of romance 
Thou hast entwined them, and hast taught us how 
To break by stedfast faith the spirits trance, 
And fight and conquer, and with eagle-glance 
Pierce through the mists which Error draws around, 
Yea, though the powers of Death and Hell advance. 
Marching to recreant Pleasures dulcet sound. 
To tread the Tempter down and spurn him to the 
ground. 

• Undine and Sintram are- the Hpring and winter of Fouque's " Four 
Seasons." 
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Oh I it is sweet to have a mother's prayer, 
When we are tossed on passion's troubled main. 
When false lights flame around us, and despair 
Shrieks evermore that all our hope is vain. 
Verena kneels within the cloistered fane, 
Eaising pure hands and heart for her wild son. 
To Him who made the unclean clean again ; 
But Sintram through the forest rushes on, 
As leaps adown the steeps the wind on Pelion. 



Ah could he gaze on her celestial eye. 

Or quafif the music of her voice divine. 

His heart in hers would nestle lovingly, 

As to the elm-tree clings the wilder vine ; 

It may not be, — ^still must his spirit pine 

For that dear hour when in one flood of light 

The dawn of hope for him shall rise and shine. 

And vanquished in the dark and dubious fight 

His evil star shall wane, but his own sphere be bright. 



For on his birth no Guardian-Angel smiled, 
^ome gloomy messenger of Fate was there 
Who cast his bonds around the trembling child ; 
And like a lion lurking in his lair 
The Tempter saw, and spread abroad his snare. 
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And now lie stands before him as he stood 
Before the first transgressor " O, how fair," 
(With his false tongue he whispers)," and how good 
Is she whom late I saw lightening this darksome 
wood." 



" Seize her, lord Sintram, seize her, she is thine 
Let Gabrielle be thine Helen, and be thou 
The Paris of her heart, and o'er the brine 
Bear her to brighter shores." And even now 
It seemed not much to break his knightly vow. 
While the dark Spirit touched the chords of Love ; 
He heard, and smiled, and reared the shameless brow ; 
So might the eagle lure the wedded dove 
Unto his castled eyrie in the rocks above. 



Oh for the vision of the pure in heart 1 

Blinded by lust our vassal souls rebel, 

And then too late the tear begins to start, 

Too late we strive our self-wroughtafoe to quell : 

By lust of power the warring Angles fell. 

Through love impure full many a soul must fall, 

Or snatched by Mercy from the gates of Hell, 

Must drink the bitter wormwood and the gall 

Which Justice with firm hand pours forth alike for all# 
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Cold are Norwegian mountainB, and the wind 
Wafts its SBolian dirge through many a pine. 
The tempest shakes her tresses imconfined, 
Arrayed with strength, with majesty divine. 
There is a land where blooms sweet eglantine, 
And the chaste lily sleeps upon the wave. 
And roses blush, kissed by the wild woodbine ; 
Where chrystal showers the brow of summer lave, 
A very land of flowers — ^land of the fair and brave. 

But Glabrielle is the fairest of them aU, 
Whom Sintram loves wild unholy fire : 
The invisible fight approaches, he must fall 
Or conquer that tumultuous desire 
That Lust in all her infamous attire 
With fevered torch has kindled into flame. 
But Gabrielle's presence could such calm inspire, 
That on his cheek the purple blush of shame 
Would bum that he in thought had wronged her spot- 
less name. 

" Up to the forest, and though Death be near 

" Tender but awful, let him be titiy friend, 

" Up to the forest, rather may'st thou fear 

" The last dread messenger that Fate shall send 

*' Conquer through faith, and die, but never bend" 
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SiNTRAM. 153 

So spoke his tremulous heart, and by the side 

Of Death, the invidious bars of Fate to rend, 

He rode and conqueror of lust, defied 

The Tempter through the name of Christ the Crucified I 

And now he waiteth for that land of flowers 
Which shall not fade, those islands of the blest 
Where glorious Spirits dwell 'midst golden bowers, 
And in eternity lie down to rest. 
Confessed by Him whom they on earth confessed ; 
Yet Sintram did not doff his knightly gear, 
But now a gentle knight he is twice blest. 
For timely rescued from the depths of fear, 
For him Verena lives, and (Jabrielle still is dear. 
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CATULLUS.— ODE V. 



" Vivamus, mea Lesbia, atque amemus ; 
Rumoresque seoum severiorum 
Omnes unius aestimemus assis." 

A FIG then, my darling, for all those old fools 
Who prate that all kissing is wrong ; 
'Tis clejtr that they never learned Love's sweetest rules, 
So now we will sing them my song. 

Oh ! we'll live and we'll love, for what is the gain 

To yield up our spirits to sorrow ? 
The day breaks again, and the stars rise and wane, 

But OUT night, it knows no to-morrow. 

Come ! kisses a hundred 8md kisses a score, 

Addition and numbers defying, 
A hundred, a thousand, and millions still more, 

Till no one can count them by prying. 

E. K. 
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